CHASSIDIC ADVENTURE 
CLASSIC #15: 


BEYOND THE 
WARPWAY... 


WRITTEN & ILLUSTRATED BY 
D.J. GRANOVETTER 


Have you read the other Chassidic 


Oo ON OO Ol 


Adventure Classics? 


. Levi Versus the League of the Iron Fist 
. Forty Days and Forty Nights 
. Morning in the Garden of Good and 


Evil 


. Dr. Greenberg and the Yetzer Harah 


Machine 


. Message in a Bottle 

. Beyond the Warpway 

. My Way or the Highway 

. Forty Days and Forty Nights... Again! 
. Memoirs of a Marchioness 


10. Legend of the Lamplighter 


11. Paranormal Phenomena 
Paramnesia 

12. Wellsprings Unleashed! 

13. Lost in the Mines of Mediah 

14. Saving Krystalice 


on 


You can order Chassidic 
Adventure Classics online, and 
read the first chapter of each one, 
at: 


www.JewishKidsBooks.com 


This book is dedicated to the 
Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi 
Menachem Mendel Schneerson, 
Leader of Our Generation 


Prologue 


9 Kislev 5774 - 2013 


“The time bomb is set to go off in exactly two minutes!” 
cried Prof. Kaufman, looking at his watch. 


He, together with Sky Captain Avremelwitz, Adi, Levi, 
Yanky and Gershie had just dove underneath the water to 
the secret cave where the time bomb was supposed to be 
hidden - only to discover that the time bomb was there no 
more. As the ghoul in the cave told them, it was moved at 
the last minute to the coast of Netanya, Israel. 


“Then I must call the Netanya coast guard!” said the Sky 
Captain, whipping out his phone. 


“Tt will be no good!” said Prof. Kaufman, throwing his 
hands in the air. “We're too late! The entire city of Netanya 
is going to be submerged, and there is nothing we can do 
about it.” 


Yanky was in a daze. He could not believe this. 
Everything he had gone through to save Krystalice... it was 
for nothing. 


But wait. No. It wasn’t for nothing. That was going too 
far. He had at least freed Yosef Shor from within the body 
of the ox... although he died shortly afterward. 


And he had freed Prof. Kaufman from the ruach shtus - 
the spirit of folly that had taken him over - and he was 


Captain Calamity no more. Thus, Yanky had saved 
Krystalice from the winds of shtus. 


But there was no way to save Netanya now! 


“Muffins!” said the Sky Captain indignantly. “I’m 
getting a busy signal!” 


“Now there’s only one minute left!” said Prof. Kaufman. 


“C'mon, c'mon, c'mon,” said the Sky Captain, tapping 
his foot. Then he scowled. “Muffins again, I’ve lost 
service.” 


“I have service!” said Adi. He handed his phone to the 
Sky Captain. 


“Great!” He called the coast guard again. “C’mon... pick 
up... pick up!” 


“There's thirty seconds left,” said Prof. Kaufman. “Then 
the time bomb will go off.” 


“Maybe there will be a miracle - and the time bomb will 
malfunction!” said Gershie hopefully. 


“Shalom, mister coast guard!” said the Sky Captain into 
the phone. “Tishmah - yesh p’tzatzah mitachat I’mayim shel 
chof Netanya!” 


“Fifteen seconds!” cried Prof. Kaufman, looking at his 
watch frightfully. “Fourteen... thirteen... twelve... eleven... 
ten...” 


“Lo, zeh lo b’dichah! Ani retzini me’od!” said the Sky 
Captain. 


“I knew the coast guard would think that was a joke,” 
said Adi, biting his lip. 


“Hey, he hung up!” said the Sky Captain. 
“Not good!” said Levi, crossing his arms. 
“nine... eight... seven... six... five... four...” 


“All is lost!” said Adi in despair. “There’s nothing we 
can do now!” 


“ three... two... one... zero!” said Prof. Kaufman. “The 
time bomb has gone off!” 


“We must say Tehillim!” said the Sky Captain, giving 
Adi back his phone. He started to say Kappitel 20, and the 
rest of them followed suit. 


“Let's see what's going on,” said Adi, logging onto a 
news site on his phone. “The tsunami has struck the coast 
of Netanya!” They all looked at the screen which displayed 
live footage taken from a helicopter: The raging waters 
were surging across the streets of the city of Netanya, 
vehicles and pedestrians fleeing the wave in horror, 
hundreds getting washed away. 


“Cool!” said Gershie. 
“Cool?” echoed Adi indignantly. 


“We have only one hope now!” said Prof. Kaufman. “It 
is very possible that the whole plan will fail - and the 
radiation detonated from the bomb will not awaken the 
Army of the Dead!” 


But then the screen showed dozens of black, scary 
looking ships rising from the water. 


“Oh no,” said Adi matter-of-factly. 


“This means war!” said Sky Captain Avremelwitz. “We 
must travel to Eretz Yisroel at once!” 


They were now approaching the Shiny Rock coast. 


“We'll have to head to the airport right away!” said Prof. 
Kaufman. 


“But what will we do when we get there?” said Yanky. 


“We'll plan it out on the way,” said the Sky Captain. “In 
the meantime, all we can do is daven!” 


Upon docking, a young voice cried out, “Hey, Yanky!” 


Fishel Gutstein came running down the dock, holding 
out the Wonder Sword. “Yanky!” he said. “You dropped 
this in the street - and I picked it up!” 


“TIl take it,” said Gershie, holding out his beefy hand. 


“Excuuuuuuuse me!” said Yanky, glaring at him. “My 
sword!” 


“Here you go, Lamplighter!” chirped Fishel as he 
handed it to Yanky. 


“But you intentionally threw the sword away!” said 
Gershie. “Why can’t I have it?” 


“Cause now I need it!” 


“Come on!” said the Sky Captain. “We are wasting 
precious time. We must get to the airport at once!” 


“Can I come?” said Fishel. 


“Only with your parents’ permission.” 


“TIl ask them for permission on the way,” said Fishel, 
following them off the dock. 


“Let's get into my car!” said Prof. Kaufman. “It’s parked 
in the nearest lot.” 


“Fishel, there you are!” said Rabbi Gutstein, running 
over as they reached the parking lot. 


“Hide me! Hide me!” said Fishel, standing behind the 
Sky Captain. 


“Mommy is so worried about you!” said Rabbi Gutstein, 
grabbing his hand. 


“Mommy shouldn’t worry!” said Fishel. “Chassidus 
explains that there’s never any need to worry - for all is for 
the best!” 


“And it’s for the best for you to do Kibbud Av V’em 
right now and come on home,” said Rabbi Gutstein. 


“Awwww...” said Fishel. “But Kibbud Av V’em is a 
boring mitzvah. I want to go and save the day.” 


“You already did, Fishel!” said Yanky. “You found my 
sword, and now I can defeat all the evil forces with it - 
thanks to you!” 


“Then I’m a hero!” cried Fishel, shooting his fists in the 
air. 


“Yes you are.” 
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“Uh-oh, look!” said Levi, pointing. A whole bunch of 
reporters with microphones and cameras were stampeding 
their way. 


“We must get away before we are mugged!” said the 
Sky Captain. 


“To the car!” said Prof. Kaufman. They reached his black 
Cadillac, and they all piled in. 


“Excuse me!” cried a reporter, reaching the car and 
banging on the window. 


“You're excused!” said Prof. Kaufman as he hit the gas. 


They drove out of the parking lot and down the road - 
when suddenly, there was a great rushing of wind. 


“It's the tornado!” exclaimed Gershie, looking out the 
back window. It had reappeared, roaring down the road. 


“It’s the Warpway!” said Prof. Kaufman. 


“What is the Warpway?” said the Sky Captain. 
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“I conjured it up before - with the help of the Wizard 
said Prof. Kaufman. “The Warpway sends you back in 
time!” 


“Who's the Wizard?” 


“He is actually a man called Moran who used to live in 
Kugel Acres. But he went bad - very bad. Badder than he 
already was to begin with. He escaped from jail - where he 
had been sentenced on charges of domestic abuse. And he 
sailed away to the Island of Paramnesia, where he learned 
of all kinds of mysterious powers - and the secret of the 
Twin Clocks.” 
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“It’s coming right for us!” exclaimed Gershie. Cars were 
screeching out of the way crashing behind them as the 
Warpway surged down the road. People were screaming, 
running for cover. Prof. Kaufman put on speed. 


“Is there no way you can stop the Warpway?” the Sky 
Captain asked Prof. Kaufman. 


“No, there is no way that I can stop it. Only the Wizard 
can!” 


Suddenly- 


into the street. He gasped as a truck hurtled for him - and 
the next moment gazed upwards at the bottom of the truck 
as it sped over him - and then, there before him, was the 
Warpway - coming right at him! His arm was bleeding; he 
staggered to his feet, seeing his sword ten feet away. He 
ran over and grabbed it - and that was when he was lifted 
right off his feet! 


“Whoa!!!!!” Yanky was swept up right into the 
Warpway! 
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Chapter 1 


9 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


The early morning sun shone upon the vast meadow. 
Esty opened her eyes. She was sprawled amidst a patch of 
clovers. A butterfly flew over her. She sat up, feeling most 
confused. Had she been asleep? She could not tell. 


“Esty!” She looked to the side to see Leora getting to her 
feet. She was covered with bits of grass and dirt. Her hair 
was full of it as well. 


“Leora!” said Esty, climbing up, looking down at herself; 
she was also quite dirty. 


“Esty... were we just asleep?” said Leora. 


“I was wondering the same thing,” said Esty. The two 
girls started brushing themselves off, when there was a 
great crash. They whirled around to see the helicopter, 
which had just hit the ground right near the edge of the 
woods. 


“Oy vey,” murmured Leora as they came closer. “I 
wonder if the pilot is alright?” 


They could not see inside the helicopter due to the 
billowing smoke; Esty and Leora shielded their eyes as 
they came closer, squatting right by the wreckage to see- 


“Oh my gosh!” said Leora. 
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An unconscious, injured Tammy was inside the 
helicopter - she had been piloting it. They straightened up, 
looking at each other. Then they looked back at Tammy. 


“What are we gonna do?” they both said together. The 
smoke was increasing; Leora burst into a fit of coughs, and 
they backed away. Esty glowered at the wreckage, and 
said, “Well, she’s certainly gotten what she deserves, I'll 
just say that.” 


“But we can’t just leave her here,” said Leora. 


“Can't we?” said Esty coldly. “She deserves to die - if 
she’s not already dead.” 


“I dunno,” said Leora, looking most uneasy. “She 
certainly deserves punishment... but I don’t know if 
leaving her here would be the right thing to do.” 


“Me neither,” admitted Esty. “I have an idea... let’s get 
out of here, and call 911 as soon as we possibly can, and 
tell them about the helicopter crash... then they’ll come and 
take care of her.” 


“Okay... I guess let’s do that,” agreed Leora. 


They headed away from the woods, over a hill... but 
they could not make out the road they had been on before 
they were forced to divert into the meadow. 


“I think we're lost,” said Leora soberly. 


“Tjust don’t get what happened here!” said Esty, looking 
back in the direction where the tornado had been. “Did we 
just dream that whole thing - getting sucked into that 
tornado?” 


“I don’t think so,” said Leora. 
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Both of them yelped - for the helicopter had just 
exploded into a great ball of fire. 


“Oh my gosh!” cried Leora shrilly, her hands over her 
mouth. 


“Well... looks like she’s dead now!” said Esty. “But you 
never know - she may have been dead as soon as the 
helicopter crashed.” 


“Guess we'll never know now,” said Leora. 


They headed off wordlessly. They knew not which way 
they were going. 


After about fifteen minutes, they spotted a road in the 
distance - but it did not look like the road they had been 
traveling on. Coming closer, they saw that it was a dirt 
road. 


“Well, this is odd,” said Leora, frowning. 


“We are hopelessly lost,” said Esty, folding her arms. 
Suddenly, they heard the clopping of hooves. They looked 
around to see a horse and wagon coming along - driven 
by an elderly man in a top hat and suit. 


“Okay, this is really strange,” said Leora. 


“I say there!” called out the man as he approached. 
“What are you two young girls doing out here?” 


“We're trying to get to the Royal Airport!” said Leora. 
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“The Royal Airport?” said the man, raising a white 
bushy eyebrow. “What Royal Airport? I’ve never heard of 
such a thing.” 


“Well then - we just need to get to any airport.” 


“Not a chance,” said the man, directing his horse to stop 
right next to them. “The League of the Iron Fist has shut 
down the only airport in southern Krystalice.” 


“What?” exclaimed Esty and Leora together. 


“Oh, for goodness sake,” said the old man, now looking 
rather impatient. “What are you two girls doing out here 
anyway? Don’t tell me you're fugitives!” 


“And... what if we are?” said Esty. 


“Then it seems you have two choices,” said the man 
grimly. “You can come with me, and I can take you 
somewhere safe - or you can just wander around the 
countryside, and eventually get caught.” 


“Erm...” They looked at each other. 


“Well? I don’t have all day! Will you come with me or 
not?” 


“Well, thank you,” said Leora, as they climbed into the 
wagon. 


“It’s nice of you to give us a lift,” said Esty as the man 
shook the reigns and the horse trotted off. 


“My pleasure, dears,” he said. “And by the way, my 
name is Sir Topham. What are your names?” 


“Tm Esty,” said Esty. 
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“And I’m Leora.” 


“Esty? Leora?” echoed Sir Topham, looking at them with 
a strange squint. “So - you must be Jewish girls, with those 
names.” 


“We are!” said Esty. 


“It’s a mighty good thing I came along!” said Sir 
Topham. “You two girls would have been in quite some 
trouble had I not! You’d have been caught by Iron Fisters 
for sure!” 


“What's all this about the League of the Iron Fist?” 
asked Leora. 


“Is that some kind of trick question?” said Sir Topham, 
making that same squint again. 


“Not at all. What do you mean that we'd have been 
caught by Iron Fisters, and that they’ve shut down the 
airport?” 


“That’s exactly what’s happened.” 


“But I thought the League of the Iron Fist has been 
defeated!” said Leora. 


“I don’t know how long you've been out here in the 
wilderness,” said Sir Topham, “or where you have been 
getting your distorted information from. Do you even 
know that they’ve invaded Krystalice?” 


“What?” exclaimed Leora. 


“Last week they arrived - Lucifer IX himself together 
with his army. The battle scarcely lasted two days - and 
the Krystalice armed forces suffered a terrible and 


17 


humiliating defeat. Now the King and Queen are prisoners 
in their own dungeon. Lucifer IX just left - and now the 
horrible Borg Witch is in charge.” 


“What? The Borg Witch?” said Esty. Alright - this man 
was clearly crazy. But suddenly she noticed that Leora’s 
face had gone pale. “It can’t be,” she said under her breath. 


“Leora?” said Esty. 


“We're having some kind of bad dream,” said Leora, 
shaking her head. “This can’t be real.” 


“T don’t understand.” 


“What are you two babbling on about?” asked Sir 
Topham. 


“What year is it?” asked Leora. 


“What year is it?” echoed Sir Topham. “Are you ill? 
How could you not kn-” 


“Just tell us!” 


“1943, for heavens sake,” said Sir Topham. “Are you 
girls quite alright? It seems to me very much that you are 
not!” 


“We're alright,” said Leora, not looking alright at all. 


“Whoa, whoa...” said Esty, shaking her head. “This is 
just nuts - the year is 2013.” 


“You wish,” said Sir Topham. “Anyway, why don’t you 
two be quiet, please? I am starting to have a headache.” 
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Up in the distance, they could make out... a city - but it 
did not look like Shiny Rock. It was mostly small buildings 
and houses. But wait! Esty’s eyes went wide. There was 
the Royal Palace atop the hill! 


“What in the world is going on here?” she cried. 
“Eh?” said Sir Topham. 
“How has the whole city suddenly changed?” 


“Esty,” Leora said to her quietly. “We've traveled back 
in time.” 


“What?” said Esty. 


“That tornado - it somehow warped us seventy years 
into the past.” 


“You two girls are most confused indeed, aren’t you?” 
said Sir Topham, looking at them with concern. “Not to 
worry - we will soon arrive at my house... my wife will 
prepare you both some hot soup... and I think you could 
both use a good long rest.” 


“But we can’t be out here in the open like this!” 
exclaimed Leora. “We'll be caught - and prosecuted!” 


“Oh, not to worry!” said Sir Topham with a wave of his 
hand. “No one will know you're Jewish.” 


They rode into the cobbled streets of the city of Shiny 
Rock. Esty looked around, totally perplexed. Everything 
was completely old-fashioned - there were other horses 
and wagons driving along, and the occasional Model-T 
car. 
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Just then, a shrill whistle pierced the air - and from out 
of nowhere a whole bunch of men dressed in gray 
uniforms burst forth, armed with rifles - and the horse 
whinnied as they surrounded the wagon. 


“What's happening?” cried Esty. 


“Ym so sorry, you two,” said Sir Topham gravely. “But 
as a responsible citizen, I’ve no choice but to turn you in.” 


“What?” cried Leora. “You can’t do that!” 


“Get out of the wagon - now!” shouted a cruel-faced 
officer. Esty and Leora got down from the wagon, and 
were each seized by an officer, their arms held firmly 
behind their backs - when a black coach driven by two 
black horses approached. 


“Behold!” declared one of the officers dramatically. “The 
Borg Witch!” 


There was a great loud cackle; the driver of the coach got 
out, and helped an old hag in a gray cloak out of the coach. 
The hag turned her head to glare at Esty and Leora, who 
both screamed: Her face was green. Her crooked nose was 
several inches long, and she had two long, crooked teeth 
sticking out of her mouth. 
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“Well, my pretties!” she exclaimed, the officers parting 
to make way for her as she hobbled forward with the aid 
of a crooked wooden staff. “Not afraid to come out into the 
open, are you? You are two brave Jewish girls; brave, but 
foolish. Hee hee hee!” Her high-pitched cackling was 
chilling. 


“We're not Jewish!” said Leora. 
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“Yes you are!” barked Sir Topham. 
“No, we're not!” said Esty. 

“You said you were!” 

“He’s lying!” shouted Esty. 


“She's lying!” declared Sir Topham. 


“Silence!” said the Borg Witch, approaching Esty and 
Leora. “Why, aren’t you two pretty ones?” Esty flinched as 
she held out a gnarly green hand with inch-long yellow 
fingernails. The witch cackled as she took Esty’s chin in her 
hand. “You certainly look Jewish,” she said, examining her 
scared face. “I am most skilled at recognizing Jewish facial 
features.” She turned to Leora, taking her chin in her hand. 
“You...” she said, frowning, “do not look so Jewish to me.” 


“What do you want from us?” said Leora. 
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“Hee hee hee,” cackled the Borg Witch. “If you are Jews, 
then we want you in a concentration camp, my pretties.” 


“Oh, mighty Borg Witch!” said an officer, who seemed 
to be the one in charge, judging by the fancy badges on his 
jacket. “Should we load these two on the last ship set for 
Germany?” 


“First we must be sure that they are Jewish!” said the 
Borg Witch. “Let us bring these girls to the pitiless pit bull 
pit!” 


“What?” exclaimed Leora. 


“Our pitiless pit bulls will be able to tell if you are 
Jewish or not!” cackled the witch. “For they only attack 
non-Jews. Thus, if we place you in their pit, and they do 
not attack you - well then, to Germany with the pair of 
you! Hee hee hee!” 


The officers ushered Esty and Leora along, and they 
arrived at a large round den, and blood-curdling growling 
filled the air. Both of them gasped as they were pushed up 
to the edge, looking down to see the terrible black pit bulls. 
They were all growling and baring their teeth, and some of 
them looked up at Esty and Leora, saliva dripping from 
their mouths as they growled at the terrified girls. 


“Which one of you wants to go first?” cackled the Borg 
Witch. 


“Neither of us!” said Esty. 


“Thank you for volunteering, my pretty!” said the witch. 
“Hee hee hee. But not to worry - for if you are indeed 
Jewish, the pit bulls will not attack you!” 


22 


An officer lowered a ladder into the pit. “Climb down!” 
he barked, pushing her over so hard she nearly tumbled 
down into the pit. Trembling, she climbed down the 
ladder, and there she was, face-to-face with the growling 
beasts. One of them came forward, sniffing. Then it let out 
a whine and backed away. 


“You are Jewish!” declared the Borg Witch, leering 
down at her as the other pit bulls turned away. 


“How did it know?” cried Esty. 


“It sniffed your blood!” cackled the witch. “If you have 
as little as twenty-five percent Jewish blood, the pitiless pit 
bulls detect it - and know not to attack!” 


“Climb back up!” barked the officer. 
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“No,” said Esty, crossing her arms. “I think I'll stay 
down here. I like it here.” The next second, over a dozen 
rifles were pointed at her. 


“You guys don’t need to exaggerate!” she said as she 
climbed back up the ladder. 


“Hee hee hee!” cackled the witch. “Now then,” she 
turned to leer at Leora. “Into the pit with you, my pretty.” 


The pit bulls growled up at a nervous Leora as she 
climbed down. For a moment, there she was, face-to-face 
with one of the pit bulls. It growled again - and then it 
pounced on her! 


Leora screamed as she hit the ground, when suddenly, a 
dart hit the pit bull and it fell on its side, motionless. 


“Back up the ladder with you!” Leora hurled herself for 
the ladder as the rest of the pack closed in on her, and a pit 
bull leapt up nearly biting her ankle as she zoomed up 
faster than she could ever remember climbing a ladder. 


“You are not Jewish!” the Borg Witch rasped at her. 


“I am Jewish!” said Leora. “But- I understand why the 
pitiless pit bulls attacked me! My great-grandmother was 
Jewish, and married a non-Jew, and so did my 
grandmother, and my mother. My blood is 12.5% Jewish - 
but my soul is a hundred percent Jewish!” 


“Your soul? What’s a soul?” cackled the Borg Witch. 
“Away with you!” She turned to Esty. “And you, my 
pretty - you are mine now!” 


“Leave her alone!” cried Leora as an officer forced her 
hands behind her back and cuffed her. 
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“Get lost!” said the officer to Leora, flecks of spit flying 
from his mouth. 
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“Wherever you're bringing Esty, 
right up to him. “I’m coming too.” 


said Leora, stepping 


“You'll come to the mud, girl!” growled another officer, 
and gave her a great shove - sending her falling into the 
mud. “Esty!” she cried as the laughing officers forced Esty 
over to a black police car. 


“Leora!” cried Esty. 


“Get in!” She was shoved into the back and the door 
slammed shut nearly on her foot. 


“What do you want from all the Jews in Krystalice?” 
cried Esty as the driver hit the gas. 


“The same thing we want from all the Jews in the world, 
ha ha! For them to be dead!” 


“ Why? n 


“Cause you're the ‘Chosen Nation!” said the officer. 
“The nation closest to G-d. Well, we will make you really 
close to G-d - for we will exterminate the lot of you!” 


“You'll lose!” said Esty. 
“Shut up, girl.” 
“I won't shut up!” 


“Say one more word, and I'll just stop this car, take you 
out and shoot you.” 
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Esty closed her eyes, breathing deeply, and opened 
them. This was just insane. How... how in the world did 
she and Leora get sent back in the past? And what to do 
now? She and Leora were separated... she was going to be 
shipped to Germany. 


She bit her lip. “I deserve this,” she thought to herself 
mournfully. “Hashem is punishing me for what I’ve 
done... for believing that lashon harah about Leora.” 


Hashem was the True Judge. Tammy had perpetuated 
the whole scandal against Leora from the beginning - and 
she had been killed. Esty, in the crucial moment of truth, 
had turned away from the truth - to believe a lie. 


And even though in the end she saw through the lie... 
still, the damage had been done. Leora had lost the Crown, 
and was an outcast and a fugitive. 


Now, Esty was the fugitive - the captured fugitive now. 
This... this was completely fitting. 


“Well, here we are!” said the officer. They had arrived at 
the coast. He stopped outside a large old warehouse by the 
water's edge, where there was a large fleet of ships. 


The gentle sea breeze hit Esty’s face as she got out. She 
looked to the side to see a whole lot of other Jews - men, 
women, some old, some young and some children, being 
led in chains over to the entrance. A guard opened up the 
door. As Esty was led over to it, she noticed out of the 
corner of her eye a young blond boy about her age - and 
her jaw dropped. The boy looked just like Levi - Levi 
Kleinfield - except that he didn’t have payos. He was 
looking her way. 
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“Behold, the last of all the Jews of Shiny Rock!” said the 
guard, leading her through the door onto a metal platform 
overlooking the gigantic warehouse; it was one large room 
filled with hundreds and hundreds of people. There was 
barely any room for everyone. Most people were standing 
around or sitting on the dirty floor, some were lucky 
enough to have small wooden crates to sit on. 


“Well. not the last Jews, actually... we’re still busy 
rounding up the last few strays, you see. Tomorrow at 
dawn, everyone will be led on board the ship to 
Germany!” He led her down a flight of metal stairs that led 
to an iron gate guarded by several stone-faced Iron Fist 
soldiers armed with large rifles. One of the guards 
unlocked the gate, and the officer pushed her through it. 


“Hey! Ow!” she cried as she hit the ground, scraping her 
elbow. 
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“Move aside 


The other Jews were coming down the stairs, single file. 
Esty walked around, not knowing what to do with herself, 
gazing up at the barred windows high above. Then- 


“Oof!” She had walked right into a woman, causing her 
to stumble. “Do watch where you're going!” she said. 


“Tm sorry!” said Esty. The woman had short sandy hair 
and had been talking to a sandy-haired man right before 
Esty bumped into her. They both stared at her a moment. 


“You're American!” said the man. 


“Oh - yes,” said Esty. “I am.” (Krystalice accent is very 
different from American accent.) 
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“Well, what are you doing here in Krystalice at a time 
like this?” 


“You wouldn't believe me if I told you,” said Esty. She 
looked back and forth between the two of them. “You’re 
related I gather?” 


“We are husband and wife,” said the man. “Although 
many think we are brother and sister, for we do look alike. 
I’m Jacob, and this is Janice. We are not religious.” 


Most of the Jews in this massive crowd actually didn’t 
look religious. 


“We recently planned to escape to Canada,” said Janice. 
“We have relatives there... but the morning that we were to 
leave was when the League of the Iron Fist invaded.” 


“We must never lose hope to escape, dear,” Jacob said to 
her. “The officers didn’t confiscate our passports, after all. 
If we are ever able to escape, we can still get there.” 


Esty reached into her pocket - she had her passport too! 
She took it out, looking at it. But hmmmm... if she ever was 
to escape, how could she get away with using a passport 
with the year 2013 on it? 


“Well! So you have your passport too,” said Jacob. 


“Yep,” said Esty, putting it back in her pocket. “But... I 
cannot leave without my friend.” 


“Where is your friend?” 


“Her name is Leora, and she was not brought here with 
me,” said Esty soberly. 
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“Did you have to go through the pitiless pit bull test?” 
asked Janice. 


“Yeah, we did,” said Esty. “But they attacked Leora. She 
is Jewish - but she has less than twenty-five percent Jewish 
blood.” She sighed deeply. “I... I don’t know what I’m 
going to do. She’s my best friend in the world.” 


Suddenly, there was a great commotion. 


Esty looked where everyone else was looking - at a man 
who had just flung up a rope, lassoing a bar on one of the 
high windows, and was climbing up. 


“He’s got to be insane!” cried Janice. “He’ll never make 
it through the bars.” 


“He just might!” said Jacob, stroking his chin. “He’s a 
wiry fellow.” 


“Go! Go! Go!” cried all the people surrounding him. 


“Stop!” Two guards were pushing through the crowd. 
“Stop or we'll fire!” 


The man was very close to the top, when suddenly- 


Esty gasped, her hands flying to her mouth as the bar 
snapped right off the window, and the man came 
plummeting down, landing hard on the ground. 


“Move aside!!!” The two guards approached him, one of 


them stepping right up to him. 


The deafening shot rang out, echoing all around the walls. 
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Chapter 2 


9 Kislev 5074 - 1313 


“Oog....” Yanky opened his eyes, aching all over, and he 
sat up, looking around. He was on the beach. The beach? 
How did he get here? 


It was very windy. He climbed to his feet, brushing sand 
off himself - and stared down the coastline at the great 
wreckage as far as the eye could see. There were half- 
destroyed ships all along the water - some in the water, 
some outside. And some ships were more than half 
destroyed. 


“Wow, the Warpway really wrecked everything around 
here,” thought Yanky. There weren’t even any zelena trees 
still standing. But wait... there weren’t even the remnants 
of zelena trees. 


He turned away from the shore, and was lost for words. 
Beyond the shore lay... vast, empty land with no houses or 
buildings - just green pasture and trees. 


“The Warpway destroyed everything!” cried Yanky. 
“Everything!” 


But then... how was he still in one piece? 


Wait a minute... he had been sucked into the Warpway. 
Did that mean... did that mean that he had traveled back in 
time? 
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If so, then how far back had he traveled? 


And... the Wonder Sword! Where had it gone? He came 
back over to the beach, looking all around. It was nowhere 
in sight. 


“This is not good... not good....” He pondered for a 
moment what he ought to do now. 


Just then, he heard the sound of swirling water, and 
spun around to face the sea again. “Holy schmoly....” A 
great deal of water was swirling in the distance. Was that 
the Achorayim Whirlpool? No... it was so much bigger.... 


Just then, there was a great, wild roar that pierced the 
air; Yanky was so startled he tumbled down. He had never 
heard anything like that - ever. He was about to get up - 
when he just sat back down on the sand, gaping to see, 
through the slight mist of the sea, a gigantic serpent rising 
up from the depths! 


“A sea serpent!” he said in a stunned whisper. This was 
unbelievable. Unbelievable. 


The sea serpent opened its mouth, a forked tongue 
flicking out and back in. Then it raised its head, making a 
great hissing sound, then it turned to look towards the 
beach - straight in Yanky’s direction. That same moment 
the tide came in, washing all around him, and he 
scrambled to his feet, nearly falling down into the water, 
and backed away. The sea serpent opened its massive 
mouth, Yanky shuttering at the sight of its wicked curved 
fangs, and it let out a deafening roar that jangled Yanky’s 
eardrums. He turned and ran off from the beach. 
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He ran into the field, and then he turned and looked 
back. The sea serpent was lowering itself back into the 
water. Then, moments later, it was gone. 
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“There must be an explanation for all this,” murmured 
Yanky to himself. 


He stood there, gazing out, wondering if it would 
emerge from the water again. But there was no more sign 
of it. The sea serpent was gone. 


“Tve got to find out what’s going on here,” thought 
Yanky as he continued along, looking around. How far 
back in time had he been transported? 


When had the city of Shiny Rock been built? Yanky 
knew nothing of the history of Krystalice. 


He decided to climb a tree, to see if he could see any sign 
of civilization. 


“Td better not be far,” he thought as he approached a 
tall oak tree and started to climb up - when he noticed an 
arrow stuck in the tree. “Interesting...” he raised an 
eyebrow and used the arrow to hoist himself up further. 
He climbed onto the branch of a tree, gazing into the 
distance to see a flowing river nearby, and beyond it - a 
tall hill, on top of which stood the Royal Palace of 
Krystalice. 


Just then- 
“I say there!” 


Yanky was so startled he fell down from the branch - 
catching onto it just in the nick of time. He looked down to 
see a knight in black armor, riding upon a black horse. 
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“Who are you?” asked Yanky. 


“Who am I?” echoed the knight. “Who am I, you say?” 
He rode up to the tree, and lifted the visor of his helmet, 
revealing a rather ugly face. He had thick eyebrows, a 
hook nose and a wicked curved mustache. “I am the Black 
Knight, is who I am!” His visor closed shut. “Hey! I hate 
that!” He lifted the visor open again. “And who are you, 
boy? And why are you foolishly dangling from that tree? 
Do you wish to get broken bones?” 


“Excuse me!” said Yanky indignantly. “You nearly 
caused me to fall off the tree, which is why I’m dangling 
from it!” He climbed over to the trunk, and slid down the 
tree. 


“What are you doing here, unafraid, out in the open?” 
said the knight. “Are you of noble lineage?” Just then, his 
visor closed again. “Ergh! Curses!” He lifted it open again. 
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“T certainly am!” said Yanky. “I am a proud Jew!” 


“A Jew are you?” said the knight, raising a bushy 
eyebrow. “Haw! You must be a brave boy, not being afraid 
of me!” 


“And why should I be afraid of you?” said Yanky. 
“Have you not heard of me, the Black Knight?” 
“Nope, I can’t say I have.” 


“Surely you jest!” said the Black Knight. With that his 
visor closed again. “Ergh!” he opened it. 


“So, what is it I should know about you that should 
make me afraid of you?” asked Yanky. 


“T am the terror of the night!” declared the Black Knight 
dramatically. “And I am the bearer of the Wonder Sword!” 
With that he pulled his sword out of its sheath; Yanky’s 
eyes went wide. Indeed, it was the Wonder Sword! 


“And so you see!” declared the Black Knight, raising the 
sword; it gleamed in the sunlight. 


“My sword!” shouted Yanky indignantly. “You’ve got 
my sword!” 


“You mean my sword!” said the Black Knight 
pompously. 


“You mean my sword!” said Yanky. “Give it back to 
me!” 


“ Hey! ” 
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In a flash Yanky had scrambled up the horse, which 
whinnied in anger, trying to throw him off. “It’s my 
sword! Mine, mine, mine! Give it back to me!” The Black 
Knight’s visor swung shut again as the two of them 
struggled, Yanky trying to grab the sword. 


“ENOUGH!!!” 


The knight threw Yanky down. “Ow!” he cried as he hit 
the ground. 


“Stupid scoundrel!” said the Black Knight furiously. 
“Prepare to face the consequences!” He held out the 
sword, and charged for Yanky, who ran for his life. 


moments. 


“I shall chop that carrot-topped head right off that 
scrawny little neck of yours!” The sword swished forward, 
and Yanky was so frightened, he stumbled. “Whoa!” he 
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fell down, rolling down the side of a hill and landing 
down in a shallow brook. He splashed out quickly as the 
Black Knight charged down after him. 


He ran with all his might - when suddenly, the earth 
gave away underneath his feet! 


He landed hard at the bottom. “Oof!” 


“Ha ha ha ha ha!” he heard the knight laughing from up 
above. “Looks like you have gotten yourself quite trapped 
indeed! Well, I shall leave you there to rot in your misery!” 


“Well, at least I don’t need to lose my head,” thought 
Yanky in relief. 


But now, what was he going to do? 


“Help!” he called up. His voice echoed around the pit. “I 
fell down! Can anyone help me?” 


Yanky was bored stupid over the next few hours, and 
also started to get very hungry. 


“What am I going to do?” he thought for the umpteenth 
time, his stomach growling. And his voice was getting 
hoarse due to the number of times he had called for help. 
There seemed to be no one else around for miles. 


Suddenly, he heard a cough coming from up above. 


“Hello!” he called up. “I fell into this pit! Can you help 
me?” 
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A bearded figure looked over the edge. 
“Yosef Shor!” cried Yanky. 


“Why, how did you know my name?” said the old man. 
“And what are you doing in my deer trap?” 


“I was running away from the Black Knight!” said 
Yanky. “He tried to kill me!” 


“Land sakes!” said Yosef Shor. “You messed around 
with the Black Knight? You must be mad!” 


“Yeah, I was pretty mad!” said Yanky. “He had my 
sword - the Wonder Sword!” 


“Your sword?” said Yosef Shor. “My boy, you must be 
delirious. I shall go get a rope now, and help you up.” 


“That's just what I need!” 


Yanky waited for Yosef Shor... but several minutes went 
by, and he did not return. “Hello?” he called up. “What's 
going on? Are you coming with that rope?” 


Finally, ten minutes passed, and now Yanky was 
worried. Suddenly, a rope came falling down, the end of it 
landing beside him. 


“There you go!” said Shor, peering over the pit again. 
“What took so long?” asked Yanky. 
“You're welcome!” 


Yanky climbed up the rope. The sun was low in the sky. 
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“You should be glad to be alive!” said Shor, who was 
holding a shepherd’s crook and had a stalk of wheat in his 
mouth. There were no sheep around. 


“Yup, so long as I’m not dead, I guess I can’t complain,” 
said Yanky. “By the way, Shor, where are all your sheep?” 


“And who says I am a shepherd?” 
“You're holding a shepherd’s crook....” 


“I was a shepherd,” sighed Shor. “Until the Simian 
invaders took over the land, and took all my sheep away.” 


“Hmmm,” said Yanky, rubbing his chin. “So let me get 
this straight. I’m in the time of the ancient Simians.” His 
eyes went wide. “But of course!” he exclaimed. “When I 
met you in the Mines of Mediah, you told me you had 
been trapped in the body of the ox for seven hundred 
years. So... that would mean I’m seven hundred years in 
the past!” 


“What in the world are you blathering about, boy?” said 
Shor. “And how do you know my name anyway? I don’t 
recall ever having met you.” 


“T met you in the future. It’s complicated,” said Yanky. 
“What is your name, if I may ask?” 
“Yanky!” said Yanky. 


“Yanky?” echoed Shor, looking at him most strangely. 
“And what kind of name is that for a Jewish boy?” 


“What do you mean?” said Yanky. “It’s a very common 
name.” 
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“Tt certainly isn’t around here.” 


Just then, Yanky had a realization. Yanky was his 
nickname. His actual name was Yaakov - and perhaps 
seven hundred years ago, no one used that nickname? 


“My name is Yaakov,” he said. “Just that my friends call 
me Yanky.” 


“And would you be friends with the Freedom Fighters?” 
asked Shor. 


“Huh?” said Yanky. “Who are the Freedom Fighters?” 
“Those rebel boys in the forest.” 
“What rebel boys? What forest?” 


“Oh, that does it,” said Shor irritably. “You are starting 
to annoy me, boy. Either you are terribly ignorant, or a 
little bit off in the head, and I suspect the latter.” With that 
he turned his back on Yanky and walked off. 


“Hey, wait!” said Yanky, following him. 
“What do you want?” 
“Well, I was wondering if you might have some food.” 


“T haven’t much,” said Shor. “However,” he observed 
Yanky closely, “you do look quite hungry indeed....” 


“I certainly am!” said Yanky as his stomach gave a 
rumble. 


“Very well, then come with me, to my log cabin.” 


Shor led Yanky down a narrow dirt path, and they 
arrived at his cabin, which was by the edge of the woods. 
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In front of the cabin was a stone well. Somehow, it seemed 
familiar. 


“Welcome to my humble abode,” said Shor 
uncharacteristically as they came inside. The cabin was but 
one room, with a fireplace, a pantry, a bed and several 
wooden shelves containing books and other odds and ends 
including mitzvah articles such as a shofar and a menorah. 


“You live here by yourself?” asked Yanky. 
“So I have, for a great deal of time.” 


Using two pieces of flint, Shor lit a fire. “I used to be a 
strong, fit man,” he said. “They called me the Raging Bull 
back in the day. I worked for the King of Krystalice as his 
Captain of the Guards. It was shortly after I retired that the 
Simians came to invade.” 


“Tell me about it,” said Yanky. 


Shor looked at him strangely again. “Where are you 
from, anyway?” he said. “You don’t have a Krystalice 
accent at all.” 


“Thank goodness,” said Yanky. “Well... I’m from 
America.” 


“Where's that?” said Shor as he lit his stove. 


“Across the Atlantic Ocean,” said Yanky. “But I’m from 
the future.” 


“Oh, enough of your senseless babbling!” said Shor. “I 
don’t need to hear anymore where you're from, or what 
you're doing here in the kingdom. It’s about time to daven 
Minchah.” 
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“Daven Minchah?” echoed Yanky. 
“You heard me.” 


Yanky had to admit to himself, he would never have 
remembered to daven had he not been reminded. That was 
often the case with him. 


They both davened Minchah, Yanky finishing very 
quickly. But Shor was davening at length; Yanky 
remembered, back in the future, when he had watched 
Shor daven in the Mines of Mediah. 


Yanky sat down on a stool near the fire, wishing Shor 
had a sofa. The fire wasn’t very big, and it was sputtering 
and flickering. 


Just as Shor finished Minchah, the fire went out. 


“This wood is too old,” said Shor, looking in the 
fireplace. He looked at Yanky. “I’m going to have to ask 
you to go outside and chop wood.” 


“Chop wood?” exclaimed Yanky. 


“There’s an axe and some logs right outside.” 
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“But Im so tired and hungry and thirsty...” moaned 


Yanky, slumping his shoulders. 
“There’s water in the well! Now go!” 


“Oysh... this stinks,” thought Yanky, walking outside 
and shivering. With the setting sun, the temperature had 
dropped considerably. He walked up to the well, and 
lowered the bucket... all the way down. Then he raised the 
bucket, but his muscles were sore. 
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“Oysh... why couldn't they have invented the good old 
kitchen sink back in this time?” 


He finally raised the bucket of water, and reached out to 
grab it - letting go of the rope, and- 


“Hey! No!” 


Whzzzzzzzzzzzz.... the bucket plummeted all the way 
back down. 


“Stupid well!” cried out Yanky, and kicked it. “Yow!” 


“What in the world is going on here?” thundered Shor, 
looking out the door as Yanky hopped up and down on 
one foot. 


“I hurt myself!” cried Yanky, sitting down on a stump. 
“And I’m thirsty!” 


“What is your problem?” said Shor. 


“My problem is, this time period stinks!” said Yanky. 
“What year is it anyway?” 


“5074!” said Shor. “Anyway, you'd better get to work - 
or I may have second thoughts about the likes of you 
staying here!” 


“Oh, what a grump!” thought Yanky crossly as he raised 
the bucket again. He drank the water, which tasted strange 
to him, and then he squinted around in the twilight 
darkness at the piles of logs outside the cabin, spotting an 
axe stuck in a log. 


“Well, here goes nothing!” he said to himself, rubbing 
his hands together. He seized hold of the handle, and 
pulled. “Errrrrrrr....” He was reminded of the time when 
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he pulled the Wonder Sword from the Rock - and at first it 
hadn’t come out. This axe seemed even more stuck! 


“Ergh! Ergh! Why won’t this come out?” 


He pulled with all his might - and he ended up picking 
up the whole log. “Whoa! OW!” The log slammed down 
on his foot. “AURGH!!!” 


“What in the world is wrong with you?” fumed Shor, 
storming out of the house, his hands on his hips. 


“My foot!” wailed Yanky, sitting down on the log, 
putting his leg up. “It hurts!” 


“You haven't chopped any firewood!” said Shor angrily. 


“That’s because your stupid axe is stuck in the stupid 
log!” 


“Insufferable weakling!” said Shor. He marched up to 
the axe, placed his hand around the handle and pulled it 
right out. “I’m sixty years older than you. You should be 
ashamed.” 


“Well, I don’t know what stupid trick you used getting 
that axe out!” shouted Yanky. 


SLAP! Yanky gasped, falling off the log. Never in his life 
had any adult ever struck him. 


“T have had enough of your chutzpah!” shouted Shor. 
“You will respect me if you want to stay in my house!” 


“I don’t want to stay in your house!” shouted Yanky in 
tears. “I’m leaving!” He stormed off, and Shor burst out 
laughing. 
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“What are you going to do, freeze to death?” he asked as 
Yanky stomped out the gate. 


“It’s better than staying by you!” 


“You act as if you've never been slapped before!” said 
Shor. “I'll bet where you're from, children don’t get 
slapped for their chutzpah.” 


“No, they don’t!” said Yanky, spinning around, glaring 
at him furiously. “Where I’m from it’s against the law to 
hit a child! You could go to jail!” 


“Ha ha ha!” laughed Shor. “TIl bet all the children where 
you're from are spoiled rotten.” 


Yanky said nothing more, and continued to walk off. 
Suddenly there was a gust of breeze, and he shivered 
rather badly. 


“You really are going to freeze to death out there you 
know!” Shor called after him. 


Yanky had to admit he was right. 
“Fine then!” he said. “But I’m not chopping any wood!” 


“You don’t need to!” said Shor as he came back through 
the gate. “You’re too weak and delicate to chop the wood.” 


“What?” said Yanky angrily. “Excuse me!” 


“Go, go inside, poor, fragile boy,” said Shor as he started 
chopping up a log. 


“No way!” said Yanky. “I’m chopping the wood!” 


“No... go inside.” 
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“You're an old man. You should go inside,” said Yanky. 


“Oh, calling me an old man now, ay? I see there is no 
end to your chutzpah!” said Shor. “Take the axe, and chop 
chop!” he pushed it into Yanky’s hands, and went inside. 


Yanky chopped the wood into logs. Then he schlepped 
them inside; it took him several trips. 


“Good, good,” said Shor, who was at the stove, stirring a 
large pot as Yanky placed the logs into the fireplace. “Now 
that’s what I like to see.” 


“So... tell me more about what’s going on here in 
Krystalice,” said Yanky as they sat down at the wooden 
table, Shor serving him some porridge. 


“Well, there isn’t much to tell,” said Shor. “The evil 
barbarian Cognam the Cruel took over Krystalice many 
years ago. He rules with an iron fist. Anyone who has 
dared stand up to Cognam the Cruel has been slaughtered. 
The Knights of the Square Table of Krystalice, who used to 
dutifully serve the King and Queen, have turned to the 
bad side. The Black Knight is the head of the Knights of the 
Square Table.” 


“He doesn’t seem too bright for a knight,” commented 
Yanky. “What's he doing with the Wonder Sword?” 


“The Wonder Sword has belonged to the Royal 
Household for many centuries,” said Shor. “It has been 
borne only by royalty - until now. 


“Cognam the Cruel has turned most of the subjects of 
Krystalice - those who are between the ages of fifteen and 
sixty-five - into slaves. Cognam the Cruel is a greedy 
collector of emeralds - and he is searching for the greatest 


45 


emerald in the world. It is known as the King of the 
Emeralds.” 


“And it’s in the Mines of Mediah, isn’t it?” said Yanky. 


“Right you are,” said Shor. “Legend tells that any army 
that possesses the King of the Emeralds will be rendered 
invincible. For over two decades now, Cognam has 
ordered his slaves to dig... and dig and dig and dig... in the 
hopes of finding that emerald.” 


Yanky recalled how back in the future, Shor had told 
him about the big hero Yaakov, who found the King of the 
Emeralds and fought against Cognam the Cruel - and 
won. And Shor had told him that he looked just like 
Yaakov. Shivers went down his spine, and he dropped his 
spoon. 


He was Yaakov. 
“What's wrong?” asked Shor. 


“I must find the King of the Emeralds,” said Yanky. “I 
am going to fight against Cognam the Cruel - and defeat 
him.” 


Shor laughed. “Ridiculous nonsense!” 


“I’m completely serious!” said Yanky. “I must go to the 
Mines of Mediah and find the King of the Emeralds!” 


“You must not go there!” said Shor. “If you even go near 
the mines, you will meet your demise. The Simian guards 
will hang you out to dry and then they'll hang you.” 
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Chapter 3 


10 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


“Wake up everyone, wake up!” 


Esty opened her eyes, which stung slightly. She felt 
rather sore from sleeping on the ground all night long. The 
closest she had ever come to sleeping on the ground was 
on camping trips - but a sleeping bag made a whole of a 
lot of a difference indeed. She softly rubbed her eyes. She 
hated sleeping with her contact lenses in; but what choice 
did she have? 


But then again... it did not look like she was going to 
obtain contact lens solution any time soon. But she had 
slept with her contacts in before... they would be good for 
another day, or so she hoped. 


“Come on, all you Jews!” shouted a guard. “Line up! 
We're setting sail!” 


“It’s four in the morning,” muttered Jacob, looking at his 
watch. 


“I don’t think I’ve ever gotten up so early,” said Esty. 
They got into the long line headed for the stairs. It took 
about twenty minutes to get outside. The sun hadn’t risen 
yet in the slightest. 


By now Esty’s eyes felt better, and she looked towards 
the big black ship. The side of it read in big letters: “The 
Cackon.” 
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Everyone was led onto a large wharf surrounded by a 
high gate. The next second, trumpets were sounded. 


“All hail the Borg Witch!” 


Everyone looked towards a large platform overlooking 
the gate, on which the Borg Witch stood. Standing behind 
her were an officer adorned with a great deal of badges 
and the young blond boy, who was yawning. 


“Good morning, you nasty, wretched Jews!” cackled the 
Borg Witch. “I trust you’re looking forward to this big 
trip!” She tossed back her head and laughed as if she had 
just cracked a hilarious joke. “I want to announce to you 
all the special treat some of you are in for. You see, a select 
few of you have been singled out to be taken to a very 
special Iron Fist unit: the Division of Arcane Scientific 
Experimentation. 


“You see, it so happens that the Germans are losing the 
war. But the war will not be lost entirely, for the League of 
the Iron Fist will be taking over where the Germans left 
off. Out great and esteemed leader, Lucifer IX, will soon be 
the new ruler of Europe - and eventually, the entire 
world!” 


All the Iron Fist guards burst into applause. 


“But in order to win the war, we need soldiers - lots 
more soldiers,” said the Borg Witch. “And it so happens 
that the Division of Arcane Scientific Experimentation is 
geared towards developing new kinds of soldiers - 
specifically, gorilla soldiers!” She cackled. “Yes, you heard 
me right. Gorilla soldiers. What our great scientists are 
attempting to do is remove the brains of gorillas, and 
replace them with human brains. If the experiment is to 
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work as planned, then we will have lots and lots of gorilla 
soldiers! And guess what? Those of you who are selected 
for this experiment, your brains will be removed to be 
inserted into the gorillas! Ha ha ha ha ha!!!” 


“Now I've heard everything!” thought Esty. 


The guards opened up a gate, and Jews were led 
through onto a ramp leading aboard the ship. After a 
certain number of people crossed the threshold, the guards 
closed the gate for about ten minutes, then reopened it. 
This happened several times. 


Esty gazed away from the water at the rising sun. All the 
time that she had been here in Krystalice, she had not 
appreciated the fact that she was free - and not just free, 
but the Royal Marchioness. And now she was... well, she 
was nobody now. Once again, she felt that she deserved 
this. The thanks she had shown Queen Leora for all the 
kindness she had done her and her family was to falsely 
accuse her of a crime she didn’t do. 


Leora had forgiven her. But Esty did not think she could 
ever forgive herself. 


“Hashem,” she murmured under her breath. “Why did 
you give me such a test?” But then again, she suddenly 
realized, it wasn’t just a test that had come her way. Esty 
had intentionally done things to allow herself to be misled. 
For instance, she had called up Leora’s old school to find 
out more about her. She had listened to the slander that 
Esther Malton had told her about Leora, and had looked 
through Leora’s room, falling hook, line and sinker for that 
ersatz photo album Tammy had placed there. 
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Esty thought about Tammy - how evil she was to do all 
this to Leora. And the chilling thing was the fact that 
Tammy was Jewish. 


But then again... maybe she only had said she was 
Jewish. Could a Jew be capable of committing such great 
acts of evil? 


Esty was very near the gate, almost in front of the line, 
when the gate opened up. 


“Come on through!” barked a guard. “And no delaying 
if you do not wish to be shot!” 


As soon as Esty came though the gate, she was stopped 
by a crude-faced guard who grabbed her by the arm. “You 
seem to be dressed very nicely,” he said, cackling. “Might 
you have any items of value on you?” 


“N-no! I haven't!” said Esty. 


“Then what's this?” the guard grabbed her hand, pulling 
off her ring - the Marchioness Ring. 


“Stand with your back to me!” he rasped. “I’m going to 
have to search you.” 


“Leave her alone!” called out a young voice. They 
looked up at the blond boy who was standing near the 
entrance of the ship. “Give her back that ring!” he said. 
“And just send her up!” He then disappeared into the ship. 


Esty climbed the ramp, entering a dark room where 
Jews were being chained together. She was chained to the 
back of the line, and they were all led down a corridor 
lined with cells. In each cell about a dozen Jews were 
crammed, with barely any room at all. 
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“Hold it!” said a guard, coming over. He unchained 
Esty. “You come with me!” he said. 


The guard led Esty down another corridor of cells which 
were even smaller - and the doors only had a small barred 
window, reminding Esty of the rooms in the infirmary in 
the Royal Palace. The guard unlocked a door. “Lucky 
you,” he said, leering at her. “You get your own private 
cell.” 


“Why?” asked Esty. She wasn’t sure if that was a good 
thing. 


“Just get in!” said the guard, shoving her in - so hard 
she nearly fell down, and slamming the door shut. The 
tiny cell, about the size of a walk-in closet was lit up by a 
flickering light bulb. Esty peered out the little barred 
window, and did not see anyone else in the corridor. There 
was a little slot below the window that looked like it was 
for slipping in food. 


“Now why would they select me to be in solitary 
confinement?” she wondered. 


Well, at any rate, now was a good time for davening 
Shachris. Esty davened by heart. In Shmah Koleinu, she 
davened to Hashem: “Please... I know that I deserve 
what's happening to me now. But please help Leora! She’s 
stranded, all alone... please take care of her.” Her heart 
ached upon these words. She was not going to see Leora 
again. 


What was Leora going to do now? Even though she was 
not on this horrid ship, she was still trapped in the past. 


Was there any way to get back to the future? 
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But then again... maybe Leora wouldn’t want to get back 
to the future, being a fugitive. 


After finishing Shachris, Esty, her feet starting to ache, 
sat down against the wall and pulled off her shoes. What 
was she going to do with herself now? There was nothing 
to do. Nothing to do but sit here. 


It was very hot and stuffy in here. 


Just then, there was a loud honking. The floor vibrated 
slightly; Esty could tell the ship was taking off. 


All the Jews on board were now bound for Germany. 
Esty thought about what the Borg Witch had said, that the 


52 


Germans were losing the war... but the League of the Iron 
Fist was going to take over. 


Suddenly, she had an alarming thought: Was she one of 
those chosen to be brought to this crazy division - and 
that’s why she had been set aside here? 


“Tve got to get out of here,” thought Esty, getting to her 
feet and walking back over to the window. But there was 
no way out of here. 


She sat back down against the wall, and closed her eyes. 
She was feeling rather tired... but then she opened her 
eyes. She was not keen to fall asleep with her contacts in 
again. 


She whiled away the time reciting Tehillim. There were 
some Psalms which she recited every day that she knew by 
heart. 


It was after twenty minutes of reciting Tehillim that she 
suddenly heard footsteps outside her cell - and then a 
voice. 


“Hey there!” It was the voice of the boy. 


Esty got to her feet and approached the window. He 
smiled at her. He was actually very handsome, thought 
Esty. Then she automatically rebuked herself in her mind; 
she was a Beis Yaakov girl. She shouldn’t think such 
thoughts. 


“Well, don’t you talk?” said the boy. Esty looked at the 
chain around his neck which - being on the short side, she 
had to stand on her tip-toes to see - ended in an iron fist. 


53 


“What do you want?” asked Esty. Her tone of voice 
came out cross, though she didn’t mean to sound that way. 
She suddenly noticed he was holding a tray of food. 


“Just wanted to bring you something to eat,” said the 
boy, slipping it through. It was a peanut butter and jelly 
sandwich, an apple and a carton of milk. 


“L I keep kosher,” said Esty. 


“Not anymore,” said the boy matter-of-factly. “You're 
our prisoner now, in case you haven't noticed.” 


“Who are you?” said Esty. 


“I am Lucifer X,” he said. Esty stared at him. She should 
have known! No wonder he looked a lot like Levi. He was 
Levi's grandfather! 


“Well - why are you doing me the honor of bringing me 
a meal?” asked Esty. 


“Tve done more than that for you,” said Lucifer. “As 
you can see, I made sure you have your own private cell. 
You get some elbow space.” 


“And why did you do that for me?” 
Lucifer shrugged. “Maybe I just felt like it,” he said. 
For a moment, both of them said nothing. 


“There’s a library on board this ship,” said Lucifer. 
“Would you like me to bring you some books?” 


“If you want,” said Esty tonelessly. 
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“TII be back!” said Lucifer, and he set off down the 
hallway. 


Esty looked at the sandwich. Even though it was of 
kosher ingredients, she could not bring herself to eat 
anything without a hechsher. She would just have the 
apple. But... she was so thirsty. She needed something to 
drink. She sat down, benched “Ha’eitz” and ate the apple 
slowly. Fortunately, it was quite a juicy apple, which was a 
plus. 


As she was finishing, Lucifer returned. “Hey there!” He 
slipped in a bunch of books - and a water bottle. “Just so 
that you have something extra to drink,” he said. “Many of 
the other Jews on board this ship are practically dying of 
thirst.” 


“Why don’t they get any water?” asked Esty. 


“Oh, they can make it some time without water,” said 
Lucifer dismissively. “Anyhow, I’m not here to talk about 
the other Jews... I’m here to talk to you.” He smiled. 
“What's your name?” 


“Esty.” 
“That's a pretty name,” said Lucifer. 
“What do you want from me?” 


“Well, TIl cut to the chase here,” said Lucifer. “I’m here 
to make you an offer. An offer you can’t refuse.” He 
suddenly looked both ways down the corridor, then back 
at Esty. “As you've probably guessed, I am extremely 
high-ranking. In fact, I am outranked only by the Borg 
Witch and the chief officer, Captain Cane. However...” he 
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lowered his voice, “I am sick to death of being here. And I 
have a secret plan: To go AWOL.” 


“Go AWOL?” echoed Esty. 


“Precisely,” said Lucifer. “You see, my father promised 
me that I would be able to attend the Grand European Bike 
Race, which takes place the day after tomorrow in 
Switzerland. However, my father has changed his mind 
and forbidden me to attend. But I’ve decided that I’m 
going anyway, whether he likes it or not.” 


“So... what is it you want from me?” asked Esty. 


“I want to invite you,” said Lucifer, “to join along with 
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me. 
Esty stared at him. “Why?” 


Lucifer smiled. “Well, what fun is going AWOL - 
without company?” he said. “And just think of it.... If you 
come with me, then you're free. After the bike race, you 
can stay in Switzerland - which is free from the German 
occupation. Doesn't that sound great?” 


“I... I don’t get it,” said Esty slowly. “You're Lucifer. 
You're supposed to hate Jews, no? Why would you want 
me, a Jewess, to keep you company?” 


Lucifer was silent a moment. “You're right,” he said. 
“Tm supposed to hate Jews. My father has brought me up 
to believe that all Jews should be exterminated from the 
face of the planet. However... to be frank with you, I’m too 
darn bored to hate Jews all that much. You know... I don’t 
give a hoot about any of my father’s agenda right now. All 
I’m interested in is the bike race. You just join along with 
me... and no need to worry, I'll just pretend you're not 
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Jewish.” He chuckled, as if he had just said something very 
funny. 


“Oh my, he’s serious,” thought Esty to herself. 
“So, what do you say? Will you join me?” said Lucifer. 


Esty was about to open her mouth to say yes - when she 
stopped herself. 


She suddenly had an idea. This was a golden 
opportunity. 


“TIl join you,” she said. Lucifer looked delighted. “On 
one condition,” she added quickly. 


“Yes...2” said Lucifer. “What’s your condition?” 


“I have a friend who was left behind,” said Esty. “The 
Borg Witch decided that she isn’t Jewish. But...” Esty 
realized, this very moment, that she was taking a risk... but 
it was a risk worth taking, for Leora’s sake as well as hers. 
“I happen to know that Leora is in fact Jewish,” she said. 
“And she’s stranded in Shiny Rock. Pll agree to come with 
you, Lucifer, if you can find her and she can join along.” 


Lucifer scowled. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” he said. 
“We already left the harbor. How do you expect me to find 
your friend?” 


“I don’t know,” said Esty. “But being in the high 
position you're in, I’m sure you can arrange it if you want 
to.” 


“You're talking absurd nonsense!” said Lucifer angrily. 
“I would have expected you'd be thrilled to have the 
opportunity to be free. What you ask of me is impossible. 
I’m leaving - and I’ll be back tomorrow morning to give 


57 


you one last chance to come with me.” With that he 
stormed off in a huff. 


Esty sighed, and sat back down and opened the water 
bottle. She had also wanted to ask him if he could get her 
some contact lens solution. 


In fact, she wasn’t sure if contact lenses were invented 
yet. 


She took a look at the books Lucifer had brought her. 
They were story books. Well, at least she had these now to 
pass the time. 


But what was she going to do about Leora? Esty thought 
hard. 
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There was nothing for her to do. 


She just had to hope and pray that Lucifer might change 
his mind, and do something to try and find Leora. If they 
could escape together to Switzerland... well, that would be 
awesome. 


However... that still left the question of how they would 
get back to the future. 


And what if there is no way to get back to the future? asked 
an annoying little voice in the back of Esty’s mind. She bit 
her lip. But... there had to be a way back. There... there just 
had to be. 


Oh... she could not think about it now. She would think 
about it later. Esty opened up one of the books and started 
reading. 


It was several hours later that there was suddenly a loud 
pounding on the cell door, then it unlocked and swung 
open. 


“You!” boomed the bearded Iron Fist guard. “Come 
with me! Now!” 


“Uh-oh,” thought Esty, getting to her feet. Had Lucifer 
now ordered that she should be brought to a crowded cell? 


The guard handcuffed her and led her through a maze 
of corridors, finally emerging into a wide corridor lit up by 
crystal chandeliers. 


“Into my office!” said the guard, leading her in and 
closing the door behind her. He unshackled her and 
gestured for her to sit down at the table. 
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“Time for a drink!” said the guard, opening a small 
pantry and taking out a bottle of gin. 


“Do you drink?” he asked a surprised Esty as he set 
down two small glass cups. 


“Um... no,” said Esty. 


“Well, it’s never to early to start,” said the guard, 
pouring her some. “Drink, drink, I insist.” 


Esty had never drank so much as a sip of alcohol except 
for kiddush wine. The guard sat down - and benched 
Shehakol, and drank. 


“A-amen!” said Esty, staring at him in utter surprise. 


“Well, now you've learned my secret,” said the guard. 
He wiped his mouth with his sleeve. “As for you, you are 
Esty Lerman, I gather?” 


“How did you know my name?” said Esty. 


“Because I have another surprise for you,” said the 
guard. “It so happens that your friend Leora is on board 
this ship!” 


Esty’s eyes went wide. 


“I helped her sneak on board,” said the guard. “She is 
working in the ship’s kitchen.” 


“Wow - that’s - that’s wonderful, Baruch Hashem!” said 
Esty. “Thank you!” 


“Don’t mention it,” said the guard. “As for me, my name 
is Fitche Balmont. I am a chassid of the Rubiner Rebbe. 
And I am in disguise here, as you can see. I am interested 
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in helping you and your friend. However, there is a favor 
that I ask of you. But before I do, I must tell you a story.” 


First he casually took Esty’s cup and drank up. 


“My older brother Rivie and I used to run a very 
successful fishing business off the coast of Krystalice,” said 
Fitche. “One day we caught a huge fish - and cut it open to 
find the biggest, shiniest emerald we had ever laid eyes 
upon. It was such a rare and precious gem, in fact, that we 
decided not to sell it, but keep it as a family heirloom. 


“Time went on, and Rivie left the fishing business to 
pursue all kinds of other businesses, and became very 
wealthy... and ended up frying out. He changed his name 
to Richmond and was named a Baron by the King and 
Queen of Krystalice. 


“When World War II broke out, Baron Balmont fled 
Krystalice for the United States. I stayed, for I was certain 
that the Germans would never be able to invade 
Krystalice, for the kingdom boasted the greatest army in 
Europe. But lo and behold, the League of the Iron Fist 
invaded. My son Shimon and his wife Libah were able to 
flee to Eretz Yisroel at the last moment. As for me, I was 
not able to flee Krystalice, but at least I was able to escape 
the roundup of the Jews of the kingdom - and I have now 
successfully disguised myself as an Iron Fister.” 


“Baruch Hashem,” said Esty. 


“Baruch Hashem indeed,” said Fitche. “But my disguise 
is for a very grave purpose. You see, the great emerald - it 
has been stolen by Lucifer IX. And Lucifer IX has 
announced to his men that he knows this stone - it is the 
Imperial Stone, also known as the King of the Emeralds. 
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And he intends to unlock its powers to raise an army of the 
dead.” 


“I know that stone!” said Esty. 


“Indeed?” said Fitche, raising his eyebrows. “How do 
you know about it?” 


“It’s... it’s legendary,” said Esty. She was not keen on 
talking about her time traveling. 


“Indeed it is, indeed it is,” said Fitche. “Now... I hope to 
steal back the Imperial Stone once we get to the 
Department of Arcane Scientific Experimentation, and 
bring it to Aryeh the White Lion. Have you heard of him?” 


In fact, Esty had heard of Aryeh the White Lion. He was 
the father of Sky Captain Avremelwitz and the leader of 
the Shomer Achi Anochi Team. Esty had read much about 
him, how he saved many Jews across Europe and helped 
them escape to America or Eretz Yisroel. 


“Tve heard much about him,” said Esty. 


“I would have thought you had,” said Fitche. “Everyone 
has. We have been in contact. I will bring the Imperial 
Stone to him, and he will send it safely to America, to the 
Rubiner Rebbe. You, Esty, can help me out. You see, I will 
have a much easier time stealing back the Imperial Stone if 
Lucifer IX is distracted. 


“His son, Lucifer X tried to go AWOL before but was 
caught. It seems that Lucifer X has taken a liking to you, 
Esty, wouldn’t you say?” 
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“Um... well, I- I guess so,” said Esty. “I mean, he has 
singled me out and all - to ask me if I’d like to join him in 
going AWOL.” 


“You must go with him!” said Fitche. “I do not think he 
will go without you. It is very important that he goes 
AWOL, so that his father will be distracted from guarding 
the stone and come looking for him. And then, I will be 
able to steal the stone.” He looked at Esty intently. “Go 
with him, Esty.” 


“But what about Leora?” asked Esty. “I can only go with 
him if he agrees for Leora to come along. I can’t just leave 
her here!” 


“Then you must hope that Lucifer X agrees for her to 
come along too,” said Fitche. “Which he may very well. 
But even if he doesn’t, I must ask you to go along too. I 
will take care of Leora.” 


“Okay then,” said Esty. “Do you really think you’d be 
able to steal back the stone?” 


“Absolutely. I have a plan,” said Fitche. “A plan that 
must not fail. If, chas v’shalom, Lucifer IX would figure out 
how to unleash the power of the stone, then the League of 
the Iron Fist would become unstoppable.” 


“You will succeed,” said Esty. Obviously Lucifer IX was 
not going to unleash the power of the stone. For he was 
going to lose the war. It came in handy, knowing 
everything that was going to happen in the future. 


“Be’ezras Hashem!” said Fitche. “I will succeed - with 
your help, Esty. Just tell me that you will go with Lucifer.” 


“Absolutely. You can count on me,” said Esty. 
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“Excellent!” said Fitche. “Excellent!” He rose from his 
chair, and stumbled. “Ay... I’ve been drinking too much. 
But it is a stressful job, being among these heathens as one 
of them. Yemach shemam! Anyhow... hands behind your 
back, young lady. I must lead you back to your cell.” 


Esty put her hands behind her back and he handcuffed 
her again, and led her out. 


“Good luck, Esty!” he said as he took the handcuffs off 
her and she stepped back into the cell. 


“You too!” said Esty. She rubbed her wrists painfully; 
she was slightly bruised by those handcuffs. She had 
sensitive skin, which was why she never wore a watch. 
She had once received a very classy watch from her uncle 
for her birthday, but couldn’t actually wear it longer than a 
day. 


She sat back down to read, but felt nervous. 


So Leora was here, on board... but she had to persuade 
Lucifer to take her along too. And the spoiled heir of the 
League of the Iron Fist was not very agreeable to say the 
least... based on first impressions. 


She was not sure she trusted Fitche Balmont. She could 
never leave Leora behind. 


She had made a terrible mistake once before - a mistake 
that she felt would haunt her forever, turning her back on 
her good friend in her time of need. And Esty was 
determined to learn a lesson for life. To be a faithful friend. 
Always. 


At any rate, she would need to wait for Lucifer to return 
tomorrow morning. In the meantime... there was nothing 
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to do but read. She opened up her book, but as she started 
reading, she blinked a lot and her eyes teared. 


“Stupid contact lenses,” she muttered to herself. They 
were not going to last anymore. She had to take them out. 
With a sigh Esty rinsed her fingers with a bit of water, then 
took her contact lenses out of her eyes... and just put them 
down. Great. Now she was going to be nearsighted until 
she would be able to get another pair. 


She continued reading until there was another knock on 
the door. “Supper!” rasped the voice of a guard. 


“What the heck is this?” murmured Esty. It was nothing 
but a bowl of some kind of disgusting looking gruel, with 
a hard, stale bun on the side. Even if the gruel was not treif 
it was still bishul akum, and the bun was not Pas Yisroel. 
Esty wondered how Leora was managing right now. It 
was one thing to be hungry while sitting in a cell not really 
doing anything, and another thing to be hungry while 
working all day in the kitchen. 


“Well, we'll soon be off this ship,” she said to herself. 
“Together.” 
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Chapter 4 


10 Kislev 5074 - 1313 


Yanky groaned in discomfort as he woke up in the 
morning. Shor had given him a blanket and pillow to sleep 
on the floor. He wouldn’t have minded so much if the 
blanket were thicker and if the pillow were stuffed better. 
Suddenly he heard loud davening and sat up to see Shor 
very engrossed in Shachris, swaying to and fro, reciting his 
prayers slowly and with fervor. 


Yanky said “Modeh Ani,” washed his hands and recited 
the morning brochos. His stomach growled. That porridge 
had not been very filling. He hoped against hope that Shor 
would give him a good breakfast.... 


He davened Shachris as slowly as he could, but when he 
finished, he looked to see that Shor was in the midst of the 
Shemonah Esrei. 


Yanky walked out the door with the thought to get some 
water from the well - and stared at the billy goat that was 
facing him. The goat lowered its head and ran towards 
him. 


“Yikes!” He rushed back inside and slammed the door 
behind him. He waited a moment... then opened the door. 
And there was the billy goat, right in front of the door! 


“Gah!” He was about to slam the door shut when the 
goat burst in. 
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“Aurgh! Good grief!” Yanky zoomed across the room, 
the goat giving chase; he jumped up onto the table. 


“Bah!” went the goat angrily. 
“Yeah, well, bah to you too!” 
The goat leapt up onto the table and Yanky fell off. 


“Help!” The goat chased him over to the pantry shelf, 
and he climbed up quickly, several pots falling off, 
startling the goat, which backed up, looking up at him 
menacingly. 


“Just get away, you!” Yanky said to the goat. “Whoops!” 
He fell of the shelf together with some other pots and pans. 
“Whoa!” A pan fell over his head. “Ow!” He picked it up, 
brandishing it at the billy goat as it bahed again and 
pawed the floor with its hoof. 


“Stay away!” said Yanky, backing away from it, holding 
out the pan. “Ahhhhh!” The goat charged for him and he 
threw the pan in the air and ran for the door. There was no 
time to slam the door behind him; he rushed out, and 
jumped up onto the rim of the well just as the billy goat 
got there. “Ha, ha! You can’t get me!” 


The goat just continued to look at him menacingly. 
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“Well, go away already!” said Yanky impatiently. “Do 
you expect me to stay on top of this well the whole day?” 


But for the next ten minutes, or perhaps more, the goat 
just stood there, glaring at him. 


“Don’t you have anything better to do?” cried Yanky in 
exasperation. 
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“Good heavens, what is going on here?” Shor was 
looking out the window, rather amused. 


“Ts this your goat?” Yanky asked him. 


“No, it wouldn’t be mine. All my cattle are gone, like I 
said,” said Shor. 


“Then whose beast is this?” 
“Its mine!” 


Yanky looked to see a very little girl dressed in a goofy- 
looking shepherd outfit with a wide bonnet and a dress 
that resembled an upside-down umbrella. 


“Who are you, Little Bo-Peep?” said Yanky sardonically. 


“No, my name is Leah,” said the little girl. “Thank you 
so much for taking care of my goat!” 


“Taking care of your goat? You’ve got to be kidding 
me!” said Yanky irritably. 


“His name is Gadi,” said Leah. “Here Gadi, Gadi!” she 
said in a sing-song voice and the goat trotted right up to 
her. “Good boy, Gadi,” she said, petting him on the head. 


“Bah!” said Gadi. 


“Bah, humbug!” said a most annoyed Yanky, getting 
down from the well, crossing his arms. 


“You made me so worried, Gadi,” Leah said to the goat. 
“You know you do when you run away, don’t you?” 


“Why don’t you keep him locked up in a pen?” said 
Yanky. 
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“I could never do that!” exclaimed Leah, wide-eyed. 
“He'd be so sad if I locked him up!” 


“Humph. Well, just get him out of here, will you?” 


“Come, Gadi,” said Leah, leading him out. “It’s time for 
breakfast!” 


“T say there, Yanky,” said Shor, opening the door. 
“What's the big idea of trashing my house?” 


“You're blaming me?” Yanky said indignantly. 


“T really don’t understand your mannerisms!” said Shor. 
“I kindly invite you in for dinner and to sleep over for the 
night, and then you let in a goat, and you play tag with it 
around my house and make a humongous mess. Is that 
very nice?” 


“T was running for my life!” exclaimed Yanky. “The goat 
was going to butt me!” 
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“Oh, enough nonsense!” said Shor impatiently. “Now 
come in and clean up the mess you made and then we 
shall break some breakfast! 


“Grumble, grumble, gripe, grip!” said Yanky angrily as 
he picked up all the pots and pans, dusting them with a 
feather duster. 


“T assume your undignified ways are the norm where 
you're from, boy,” said Shor as he opened a cupboard, 
taking out some bread. “But this kind of behavior will 
never do here in Krystalice; you must pledge to alter your 
wayward mannerisms at once, or else you will only get 
yourself into a great deal of trouble around these parts!” 
He placed the bread on the table. 


“This is breakfast?” said Yanky distastefully. “Just 
bread?” 


“What did you expect?” 
“I dunno... maybe some eggs, pancakes, I don’t know.” 


“We don’t eat like kings around here,” said Shor. “Now 
chop, chop, bring us some water for washing!” 


They washed Netilas Yadayim and sat down, Shor 
cutting the bread with difficulty. 


“Erk!” went Yanky, biting into the hard bread. “This 
bread is as hard as a rock!” 


“Well, what did you expect?” said Shor. 
“Soft bread?” 


“You really are pampered, wherever you're from!” 
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Yanky just groaned. 
“So... what are your plans anyway, boy?” 


“T told you!” said Yanky. “I plan on entering the Mines 
of Mediah in order to get the King of the Emeralds.” 


“You shall never succeed at doing that, my boy.” 


“Well then, I'd best get some reinforcements!” said 
Yanky. “You say there are rebel boys in the forest, right?” 


“Indeed. The Freedom Fighters as they call themselves. 
They are always planning their little attacks against the 
Simians. But many of them get caught and punished.” 


“Well, I'm gonna join them!” said Yanky. “Where can I 
find them?” 


“Tve no idea, my boy,” said Shor. “Their hideout lies 
deep within the forest. But I must warn you, they are not 
very friendly to outsiders.” 


“Well, that should be no problem for me. I’m not an 
outsider. I’m a Jew.” 


“You know that, but they don’t,” said Shor. 
“What do you mean?” 


“The Freedom Fighters trust no one,” said Shor. “And 
that’s a fact.” 


By now Yanky was quite done with the hard bread. 
“They will trust me!” he said, getting up from the table. 
“For I am the Lamplighter!” 


“The what?” said Shor, making a face. 
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“I am the Lamplighter, the chosen one to save the day!” 
said Yanky dramatically. “I am the one who lights up the 
night, and turns the darkness into light!” 


“Well now,” said Shor soberly. “So you're delusional. 
Now that explains a lot.” 


“Im not delusional!” said Yanky. “And I’m going. 
Thank you for hosting me!” 


“Not so fast, “Lamplighter!’” said Shor as Yanky was 
about to walk out. “You’ve forgotten to bench.” 


“Oh yeah,” said Yanky, and shuffled back over, sat 
down and benched. 


“Well, I’m off!” he declared when he was finished. “I’m 
going to save the day! Tootle-loo, Mr. Shor!” 


“Kids,” muttered Shor, shaking his head as Yanky left 
the cabin. 


“Im gonna find those rebels!” said Yanky to himself 
confidently as he headed over to the edge of the woods. 
“And I’m gonna persuade them to help me break into the 
Mines of Mediah and find the King of the Emeralds!” 


As he reached the edge, he noticed several arrows stuck 
in trees. Suddenly, for a brief moment, he didn’t feel so 
confident anymore. But he clenched his fists in 
determination. 


He was Yaakov. The great Yaakov who defeated 
Cognam the Cruel. Yes - defeated. Past tense. Because... he 
was from the future. And in the future, he knew that this 
had happened. Which meant that it would happen. 


At these thoughts, Yanky suddenly felt a bit confused. 
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Time traveling, it was against logic. It was a mix-up of 
the past and future, where the past was the future, and vice 
versa. 


But Yanky didn’t feel like confusing himself right now, 
so he pushed these thoughts out of his mind. The main 
thing was, he knew that he was Yaakov, and he was 
destined to find the Imperial Stone and defeat Cognam the 
Cruel. 


Yanky set off down a winding path through the woods, 
and he saw more arrows in trees. Suddenly- “Erk!” he 
stepped into a narrow stream of muddy water. 


“Look where you're going!” he chastised himself. He 
continued on... and after about ten minutes of walking, the 
path faded... and he was just walking. Through the woods. 


“Ammmm...” he muttered to himself, stopping and 
tapping his chin. So... how exactly was he going to find the 
Freedom Fighters? 


He looked all around, and spotted another arrow in a 
tree, in the distance. He came closer, and saw more trees 
with arrows beyond it. 


“Well... guess the logical thing to do is follow the trail!” 
he said to himself. 


For the next half hour he made his way along following 
the trees with arrows in them. Suddenly, he noticed a tree 
not with an arrow in it, but a spear. 


“Well now,” he stepped up to it, when suddenly, he 
slipped. 
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“Whoa!” he fell into a cluster of bushes - but what he 
hadn't realized was that these bushes were on the edge of 
a steep hill. “Gah! Oof!” He landed hard at the bottom. 


“Ow!” He pulled up his pants leg to see that he had a 
bad scrape on his knee. 


“Now how am I going to get back up there?” he 
pondered out loud, looking up. He looked around - then 
winced. In a tree nearby him were two vultures, which 
seemed to be looking at him. Yanky didn’t think he had 
ever seen vultures before. With that the two vultures 
flapped their wings and took off. 


Yanky set off along the side of the hill to look for a way 
up, when he arrived at a large patch of bramble bushes. 


“Well, muffins.” He set off along the side of the 
brambles, when he came upon a paved trail. Up ahead he 
perceived a clearing, from which bright sunlight shone; 
Yanky shielded his eyes. He had gotten used to the 
darkness of this forest. He set off along the trail, when, 
quite suddenly- 


“WHOA!!!” 


The next thing Yanky knew, he was hanging upside- 
down; his foot was caught in a snare! 


“Well, how do you like that?” he said out loud angrily. 
“What kind of an idiot would put up a booby trap here?” 


Just then, there was rustling coming from the bushes. 
And the next moment, a small boy appeared out of the 
bushes; he looked to be maybe eight or nine. He was 
dressed in very dirty clothes - and his face was smudged 
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with some kind of black paint. He held a spear in his 
hands. 


“Hey there!” said Yanky. “Could you help me get down 
from this thing?” 


The boy just looked at him blankly. 


“Well, don’t just stand there!” said Yanky impatiently. 
“Help me get down!” The boy slowly advanced towards 
him, holding out the spear. 


“Are you mute, or what?” said Yanky. The boy stepped 
right up to him, pointing the spear at his face - the tip just 
inches from his nose. “Hey!” said Yanky indignantly. 
“Point that thing somewhere else!” He pushed the spear 
away. 


The little boy frowned, stuck two fingers in his mouth 
and whistled a very loud whistle. The next second, from 
out of nowhere, an older boy swung over on a vine; he 
looked to be about Yanky’s age, also with black face paint 
on and holding a spear. Then from out of the foliage all 
around emerged more children. 
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“Hey, everyone 
Freedom Fighters!” 


said Yanky. “I presume you're the 


Most of them were Yanky’s age or a little older, but 
some were younger - but the little boy who had appeared 
first looked to be the youngest. Some bore spears, others 
hatchets, others just plain sticks, and a few of them were 
armed with slingshots. 


None of them said a word. 
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“Well, what are you all just standing there for?” said 
Yanky angrily. “All my blood’s gonna rush to my head if I 
continue hanging upside down like this!” 


Just then, from out of the foliage emerged a boy in a 
raccoon suit. Yes indeed, a raccoon suit - complete with 
pointy ears and a tail; he bore a curve-bladed hand axe. 


Just then, another boy, wearing a red fox suit, also with 
ears and a long bushy tail swung down on a vine, landing 
by the side of the raccoon boy. 


“Hey, what do you think this is, Purim?” said Yanky. 
All the boys remained stony faced, just looking at him. 


“That's it, I’ve had enough of this!” said Yanky angrily. 
“Now free me from this stupid snare, will you?” 


One of the boys came forward, and picked up Yanky’s 
fallen yamulkeh from the ground and just looked at it. 


“Nu, you see I’m Jewish!” said Yanky. “And I’m 
wearing tzitzis, as you see! My name is Yanky! I’ve come to 
join you.” 


The raccoon boy marched right up to Yanky, just 
looking at him as if he were bored. 


“Cut this out already!” said Yanky. “I mean- can’t any of 
you guys talk?” 


“Oh, we can talk,” said the raccoon boy calmly. “Can't 
we boys?” he said, turning around to the others. 


“Ooo! Ooo!” chanted the boys in unison. “Ooo! Ooo! 
Ooo!” 
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“The question is,” said the boy, “if this strange kid can 
talk.” 


“Hey, who are you calling a strange kid?” said Yanky. 
“At least I don’t run around like a complete dork wearing 
an animal costume!” 


“What's your name?” asked the raccoon boy. 
“I told you, my name is Yanky.” 
“That's a strange name,” said the raccoon boy. 


“Well- that’s just my nickname. My actual name is 
Yaakov!” 


“Why do you talk so funny?” asked the raccoon boy. 


“Cause I’m from America!” said Yanky. “I mean- well... 
it hasn’t been discovered yet, but that’s where I’m from! 
That’s why I talk in a different accent. Now then - will you 
get me out of this infernal trap, or not?” 


“Do you know who we are?” asked the raccoon boy. 
Without waiting for an answer, he turned around and 
asked the others: “Who are we?” 


“Ooo! Ooo!” they all chanted. “Ooo! Ooo! Ooo!” 


“For a moment I was going to assume you were the 
Freedom Fighters, but I think I’d rather call you the Nerd 
Patrol. How about that?” said Yanky. 


“T think we ought to show this boy who we are,” the 
raccoon boy said. “Don’t you all?” 


“Ooo! Ooo! Ooo! Ooo! Ooo!” 
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“Yo, second mate,” the raccoon boy addressed the fox 
boy. “Why don’t you begin?” 


The fox boy stepped up in front of Yanky, just as all the 
boys started snapping their fingers and dancing a strange 
dance, all of them moving in sync. 


“Ba da dum... ba da dum... ba da da dum dum, dum 
dum dum!” 


“Oh man,” muttered Yanky, rolling his eyes. 


The fox started to sing: 


“Do not be in any doubt 

As to what we are all about. 

We will give a demonstration today 
There will be no need to pout! 

We are coming out to play 

And this will be a very fun day! 
Find out what we're all about! 
There will be no need to pout!” 


The last two lines were chanted in a chorus by the rest of 
the boys. 


The fox pranced to the side, and another boy took his 
place in front of Yanky. 


“There you hang upside-down 
With that most indignant frown. 
Your surely humor is troubling, 
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It’s as if you're about to drown 
In the waters of angst a-bubbling, 
And now the anxiety is doubling! 
Stop that most indignant frown! 
It’s as if you're about to drown!” 


Again, all the boys chorused the last two lines. 


“No, I’m not about to drown, I’m about to have all my 
blood rushing to my head thanks to all you bimbos for not 
getting me down from this snare!” shouted Yanky. 


With that, the boys all formed a circle and held hands, 
dancing around the tree. They all sang together: 


“Let us tell you who we are, 

We are the ones who fight! 

We are the ones who seize the day 
And defeat the darkness of the night! 
We're the last light of the morning star, 
Our enemies shall all take flight! 

We are the ones who lead the way 
With everlasting might!” 


“Sweet! I get it! Now get me down from here already!” 
shouted Yanky. 


The boys stopped dancing in a circle, and all lined up 
again, snapping their fingers. Then, quite suddenly, seven 
boys crouched down, five climbing on top of them, four on 
top of them, then three, then two... and the littlest boy, the 
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one who first confronted Yanky, completed the top of the 
pyramid. He sang out: 


“There are those who don’t understand 
What it takes to be in our band 

They just want it all their way 

And think they can make demands! 
You my friend are a stray 

And we're coming out to play! 

They just don’t understand. 

They think they can make demands!” 


As the other boys chorused he jumped down, and they 
all got down from each other, and one boy grabbed onto a 
vine and swung forward, landing on the branch Yanky 
was hanging from, and sang down at him. 


“We all function in a unit as one. 
That’s what makes our troop so much fun! 
Do not feel so big inside, 

Integrate with us or you are done! 

You gotta really swallow your pride, 

Or else find a place to hide! 

We all function as one! 

Integrate with us or you are done 
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“Im definitely going to be done if you won't let me 
down from here!” hollered Yanky. 
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The boys all danced around the tree again. 


“Let us tell you who we are, 

We are the ones who fight! 

We are the ones who seize the day 
And defeat the darkness of the night! 
We're the last light of the morning star, 
Our enemies shall all take flight! 

We are the ones who lead the way 
With everlasting might!” 


They all stopped dancing, getting together again, 
snapping their fingers as the raccoon boy stepped up to 
Yanky. 


“So what's it gonna be? 

Do you want to be free? 
You’ve hung in for a while. 
Now join us on trial!” 


“Stop singing!” shouted Yanky. “I can’t stand this 
anymore!” 


The raccoon boy swung out his axe, chapping the rope 
and Yanky crashed to the ground. “Ow!” 


“The name’s Yoel,” he said, holding out his hand. 
“Pleased to meet you. Now what did you say your name 
was again?” 


81 


“Why did you have to do that whole ridiculous song?” 
asked Yanky, getting heavily to his feet. 


“Well, Mr. Why Did You Have To Do That Whole 
Ridiculous Song,” said Yoel. “Can we call you Why for 
short?” 


“Oh ha ha, very funny!” said Yanky, scowling at him. 
“How old are you, Why?” 
“Tm eleven and a half. And my name’s not Wh-” 


“Well, so you're just a year and a quarter younger than 
me!” said Yoel. 


“Ammph. Well, at least I don’t dress up in childish 
costumes.” 


“You,” said Yoel, “seem to be of the very rude sort. You 
haven’t even shaken hands with me!” 


“Whatever,” said Yanky, holding out his hand wearily. 
Yoel grabbed his hand, and squeezed it tightly. 


“Owwww'!!!” cried Yanky, doubling over. 
“What's the matter with you?” asked Yoel. “You weak?” 


“That's it, I’ve had enough!” shouted Yanky. “I’m 
leaving!” With that he turned and stomped off. 


Just then, he felt a cold blade on the back of his neck and 
he froze. “Not so fast!” He turned around to see the fox 
boy. 


“This is Nissan, my first mate,” said Yoel. 


“Just leave me alone!” said Yanky. “I’m leaving!” 
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“It’s not that easy,” said Yoel, striding up to him. “You 
have wandered into our territory. And that gives us only 
two choices: To make you one of us - or to throw you into 
a deep pit, from where you'll never escape.” 
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“Well, that’s the whole reason I’ve come here!” said 


Yanky. “To join you guys. But now I'd rather not.” 


“Then we'll just have to throw you in the pit!” The next 
second, several boys pounced on him. 


“Hey! Hey!” They tied him up and stuck a dirty rag in 
his mouth. “Erk! Mmph!” Then two boys picked him up 
and carried him over to a large boulder. 


“Uncover the pit!” shouted Yoel. 


“Mmmph! Mmmmmmph!” cried Yanky as several boys 
pushed the boulder aside revealing a deep, dark pit. 


“Any last words before we throw you in?” asked Yoel. 


“That’s what they all say!” Yoel chuckled. 
“Well, maybe he’s changed his mind?” said Nissan. 


“Well, there’s only one way to find out!” He pulled the 
rag out of Yanky’s mouth. 


“Fine then!” said Yanky. “TIl join you!” 


“Not so fast, not so fast!” said Yoel. “First, you must 
prove yourself!” 


“Oh yeah? How?” 
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“Cover the pit, boys!” commanded Yoel. “Let us take 
Why to the tree fort!” 


“My name’s Yaakov!” 

“Yaakov? Well why didn’t you say so?” 

“T did!” 

The boys who had tied him up untied him. 


“Do not try to escape!” said Yoel. “Otherwise we will 
throw you in the pit and leave you there! Now come!” 


The boys were very excited as they all headed together 
through the forest, Nissan continually pointing his axe at 
the back of Yanky’s neck. 


“You don’t need to do that, you know! he said irritably. 
“Tm not going anywhere.” 


“Sorry, until you are one of us, we must treat you as a 
captive!” 


Some of the boys were so excited that they turned 
somersaults and cartwheels as they frolicked along. Finally 
they arrived at the base of a thick oak tree. Yanky looked 
up at the tree fort built high in the branches. It was an 
oddly shaped structure; it looked more like a playground 
set up in a tree rather than a fort, with all the railings, 
ladders, poles and bridges. Only a small part of it actually 
had a roof - and the roof looked like it was made of leaves. 


“Very impressive,” said Yanky. 
“You don’t sound impressed,” said Yoel. 


“I am impressed.” 
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“Liar.” He turned to the others. “Now, everyone. We 
need a challenge to present to Yaakov here. Are you all 
thinking what I’m thinking?” 


“Tree fort building contest!” they all chorused at once. 


“We need a bigger, better fort as our headquarters,” 
explained Yoel. “We were just about to build one, in fact. 
But now, we shall build two. Are you any good at 
building, Yaakov?” 


“Hey, I’m great at building!” he said. 


“I wouldn’t have guessed, you being the twig you are,” 
remarked Yoel. “Over to the supplies, everyone!” he 
declared. They all headed over to a great pile of wooden 
planks and beams. “We have more than we need... much 
more than we need. And if you need more, well...” Two 
boys reached into a hole in the base of a tree, pulling out 
two wooden boxes, and opened them. They were full of 
tools: Hammers, nails, saws, planes.... 


“Now, here’s what we’re gonna do,” said Yoel. “Yaakov 
here-” he clapped Yanky on the back so hard he nearly fell 
over- “is going to build his tree fort, and we shall build 
ours. If Yaakov wins, he has proven himself. If we win, he 
has not proven himself. The time limit to finish the 
building: Sunset.” 


“Hey! That's not fair!” cried Yanky. 
“Bh?” 
“You get all your boys, and I have no one to help me?” 


“You don’t seem too keen on proving yourself, do you?” 
said Yoel, folding his arms. 


85 


“Well, this contest isn’t fair!” 


“Okay then,” said Yoel, turning to the boys. “Yaakov 
here needs some help building his fort. Any volunteers?” 


Only one boy raised his hand, a short, skinny boy. 
“Anyone else?” 
There were no more volunteers. 


“Well, then that’s that. Now let’s all divide up the 
supplies - and get to work!” 


“Oh man,” thought Yanky. 


“Hi, my name is Asher!” said the boy, coming over. “I’m 
eleven and a half too. Even though I look smaller,” he 
sighed. “But I want to help you build your fort.” 


“Alright, enough chit-chat!” declared Yoel, clapping his 
hands together. “Let’s divide up the supplies!” 


They all divided the materials in half. 


“You call this unfair?” said Nissan, pushing a toolbox 
into Yanky’s arms. “Just the two of you get this toolbox all 
to yourselves, and the rest of us have to share the other 
one!” 


“T have no idea how to build a tree house!” admitted 
Asher. “But just tell me what I should do - and I'll do it!” 


“Sounds good to me,” said Yanky. 
“Boy oh boy!” said Asher. “What tree should we use?” 


They looked around for a good tree. 
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“T always imagined, if I ever built a new fort, to build in 
this one,” said Asher, pointing enthusiastically at a yew 
tree by the side of a narrow stream running through the 
forest. Yanky gazed up at it; it wasn’t a high tree, but it 
had a lot of good, strong looking branches. 


“This tree it is then,” he said. 


They brought over the materials, placing the wooden 
planks and beams at the base of the tree. 


“It seems that we’re gonna have a lot of work to do,” 
said Yanky, rubbing his chin in thought. He looked down 
at the materials. Yanky had always wanted to build a 
really big, amazing tree fort. The problem was, back at 
home in Kugel Acres, he was never able to gather all the 
materials he needed. Often he would dream of all kinds of 
designs for his fort, usually drawing them up at school (in 
the middle of class). He wished he had one of his designs 
with him. But then again... never mind. He could picture in 
his mind what he wanted to build. 


“We can win this contest,” he said to Asher. “But we’ve 
really got to give it all we’ve got!” 


“I can do that!” said Asher. “I mean... I’m not strong and 
all. But I am a hard worker.” 


“We're gonna need to cut some wood right away,” said 
Yanky. “Make a lot more planks for our tree fort.” 


“I know where there’s lots of fallen trees that could be 
cut up easily!” said Asher. They grabbed some saws and 
Asher led the way. 
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“It's been a long time since another boy joined us,” he 
said as they started to cut the wood. “And never did we 
have any new boy from another country!” 


For a moment, Yanky said nothing. Should he tell about 
his time traveling? Or would it be absurdly unbelievable? 


He decided it would be. 


“Tve done a lot of traveling, lately,” said Yanky. “And 
now that I’ve arrived here... and found out the kingdom is 
under the control of the Simians, I want to join in fighting 
them.” 


“Are your parents alive?” asked Asher. 


Yanky paused in sawing for a moment. “Yes, they are,” 
he said. “But they’ve been captured by Cognam the Cruel. 
And so have the rest of my family - except for my three 
older brothers and oldest sister who are safe.” 


“Are they slaves in the Mines of Mediah?” asked Asher. 
“Well, no... they are somewhere else.” 


“My parents are dead,” said Asher. “And my three older 
sisters too.” 


“Tm... I’m so sorry,” said Yanky. 
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“Well, most of us Freedom Fighters are orphans,” said 
Asher. “But some boys, their families are enslaved in the 
Mines of Mediah. That’s where most of the Jews of 
Krystalice are enslaved.” 


They were both silent for the next few minutes, as they 
finished cutting the wood into planks. 
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“For a long time,” said Asher, “I’ve wanted to fly to the 
Bronze Mountains - that’s where the Mines of Mediah are 
- on the wings of the Great Falcon.” 


“The Great Falcon?” said Yanky, raising an eyebrow. 
“Why - I’ve heard of the Great Falcon... it’s said that the 
Great Falcon exists even in my time.” 


“Huh?” said Asher. 
“Never mind,” said Yanky quickly. 


Asher pulled what looked like a little white toy bird 
from out of his pocket. “This is a whistle,” he said to 
Yanky. He blew into the tail of the bird, the shrill sound of 
the whistle coming out of the bird’s beak. 


“It’s a falcon,” he said. “And it’s a special whistle.” 
“How so?” 


“Tt summons the Great Falcon. I have summoned the 
Great Falcon before, and ridden on him. But ever since the 
Simians took over Krystalice, whenever I’ve blown the 
whistle, the Great Falcon has not appeared.” 
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Yanky and Asher worked hard all throughout the day. 
They built a wooden platform at the top of the tree, then 
fashioned a hoist and pulley to raise up the rest of the 
materials. Then they proceeded to build the tree fort - and 
somehow, even though the task of building a good fort in 
just a day’s work seemed most trying indeed, Yanky felt a 
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rush of energy similar to how he had felt when he built the 
giant menorah at the Gutstein’s Chabad House. 


Yanky had trouble sitting and learning; it was not his 
thing. Building and creating was his thing! 


Asher proved to be a very good builder too. By the time 
the sun was setting, they were both drenched in sweat. 
Yanky’s clothes clung to him uncomfortably. But now, 
they had a great fort going - complete with several rooms 
and an outdoor patio with a rope ladder leading up to an 
observatory deck at the top of the tree. 
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“I think our fort is good enough now,” said Asher as 
they stood on the lower level admiring their handiwork. 


“Are you kidding me?” said Yanky. “We've lots more to 
do. I wanna expand this so that we can include more 
ladders and bridges, and put in a slide or two.” 


“There’s no way the others have done better than us,” 
said Asher, squinting towards their tree fort which was 
some way in the distance. 


“Well, we have to be sure we've outdone them!” 


Just then, Yanky coughed. There was a smoky smell in 
the air - a burning smell! Yanky and Asher looked at each 
other. 


Suddenly, there were loud screams! 
“Oh no!” 
“It’s the Black Knights!” 


Yanky and Asher gasped as dozens of them burst from 
out of the trees - black knights in armor riding black 
horses, bearing lances and torches. 


“They’ve found us!” cried Asher in a great fright. 


But the knights were riding right towards the other tree 
fort. 


“They don’t see us!” said Yanky. 
1” 


“We've got to go help the others 


They scrambled down from the tree. The noise of fierce 
battle sounded in the air. 
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“I don’t have a weapon!” said Yanky as Asher grabbed 
his stick. 


“Use a stick!” said Asher. 


“A stick? No way! We're not defeating these knights 
with sticks!” 


Just then- “Retreat! Retreat!” cried Nissan. He and other 
children were running for their lives. 


“Where’s Yoel?” cried another boy. 
That moment Yoel’s screaming rent the air. 


“Ah ha ha ha ha!!!” There was the Black Knight - and he 
had Yoel, who was unconscious. Yanky sprang into action 
- without really thinking what he was doing. He 
scrambled up a tree with a vine on it, and grabbed onto the 
vine - “Hiyah!!!!" and he swung forward, slamming right 
into a knight knocking him off his horse and taking the 
reigns. He galloped after the Black Knight! 
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Chapter 5 


11 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


Esty woke up to knocking on her cell door. She got to 
her feet and pulled the chord to turn on the light bulb, 
which flickered as it lit up. 


“Hey, it’s me, Lucifer!” 
“You still planning to go AWOL?” asked Esty. 


“Sure am,” said Lucifer. “Breakfast?” He slid in a tray 
with several fruits on it: An apple, a plum and a tangerine. 


“Thank you!” said Esty. She benched “Ha’eitz” and bit 
into the plum. 


“What'd you say?” 
“A blessing,” she said. 


“Huh,” said Lucifer, crossing his arms. “Anyhow, I have 
some interesting news for you: Your friend Leora - she is 
on the ship!” 


“Really!” said Esty, pretending to look and sound 
surprised. 


“Here’s the deal,” said Lucifer. “You come with me, and 
Leora is safe. You don’t come with me... and I will expose 
Leora as a Jewess.” 


“Hey!” said Esty angrily. “You can’t do that!” 
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“Actually I can do that.” 


“Here’s my deal!” said Esty. “I will come with you if 
Leora can come too. Otherwise, nothing doing.” 


“T hate that deal!” said Lucifer indignantly. 
“Tm not leaving this ship without my friend.” 


Lucifer turned to the side, most angry, and muttered 
some German word; it sounded like a bad word. And he 
stormed off. 


“Hey! Wait!” cried Esty. 

“What?” said Lucifer, scooting back over. 

“I don’t think you wanna go alone,” said Esty. 
“Tam going alone!” 


“You won't get far,” said Esty. “If you go alone, the first 
opportunity I have IIl tell the guards you left for the 
Grand European Bike Race.” 


“Are you blackmailing me?” said Lucifer angrily. 


“Call it what you'd like,” said Esty. “But Leora and I - 
we need to leave this ship. You must take us both.” 


“Ha!” said Lucifer. “Why would the guards ever listen 
to you? You're a Jewess!” With that he turned and left, 
chuckling. 


Esty bit her lip. Well, she had given it her best shot. 


Now what was she going to do? 
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A minute later, Lucifer reappeared. “Now look, Esty,” 
he said. “You know, since Leora is your good friend... I 
will help her too. But on one condition: She is not coming 
with us to the bike race. I'll sneak you both off the ship, 
and drop Leora off at an inn. Then you and I will board the 
train to Switzerland.” 


“But what about Leora?” said Esty. 


“T will get her a ticket to tomorrow’s train. She will come 
by herself - so that you can meet up with her after the 
race.” 


“Well... okay,” said Esty. “That sounds fair enough.” 


“The ship is nearing the coast of Germany,” said Lucifer. 
“When we're close enough, TIl come back - with Leora - 
and get you, and together we'll sneak off. I have secretly 
contacted a boatman who will be coming for us. We’ll get 
off the ship into the boat, and sail away.” 


“Won't anyone see us?” asked Esty. 
“Not to worry!” said Lucifer. “I’ve got it all figured out.” 


He left, and Esty davened Shachris. The fruit was a bit 
old, but Esty was so hungry. She ate the apple and the 
tangerine. 


A short while later, her cell door unlocked and opened 
up. “Come on!” said Lucifer. 


“Where’s Leora?” asked Esty, stepping out of the cell. 


“She's already in the boat,” said Lucifer. Esty looked at 
him suspiciously. “Should I believe you?” 
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“Come on, there’s no time!” said Lucifer. He led her 
down the corridor and over to a winding staircase going 


up. 


“Just thought I'd warn you, it’s a bit windy up on the 
deck,” said Lucifer as he took out a set of keys and 
unlocked a door and pushed it open with some difficulty - 
for the wind was blowing against it. Esty was surprised 
that it was still dark; she had thought it was later. This part 
of the deck was dimly illuminated. 


“Wait - stay there a moment,” said Lucifer. He took a 
few steps forward, then turned around. “And close the 
door, come to think of it.” Esty closed the door and waited. 
All she could hear was the howling of the wind. 


But suddenly, she heard footsteps coming up the stairs! 


“Uh-oh....” A large shadow appeared on the curved 
wall. Esty’s heart beat fast; should she just come outside 
onto the deck? She pushed on the door... but it wouldn’t 
open. She was not sure if it was locked, or if it was the 
wind blowing fiercely against the door. 


Esty yelped in fright as the cloaked, hooded figure 
appeared, climbing the steps toward her. 


“Esty!” Leora lowered her hood. 
“Leora, you scared me!” exclaimed Esty. 


“Tm sorry,” said Leora. “I was kind of scared myself - I 
thought I heard someone up there.” 


“Why are you wearing that- that cloak?” asked Esty. 


“Had to disguise myself,” said Leora. “Quick, let’s get 
out of here.” 
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Esty pushed against the door. “It won't open- whoa!” 
The door opened up and she nearly fell through. 


“What the big idea?” said Lucifer, holding the door 
open. He glared at Leora. “You were supposed to climb 
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down to the boat 


“Well, excuse me!” said Leora. “It took you a really long 
time to get Esty, I was starting to worry.” 


“C’mon, we've no time to lose!” said Lucifer. 


They headed quickly across the deck over to the edge 
where a rope ladder hung down to the small boat. Not 
being able to see well, especially not in the dark, Esty 
couldn’t make out the figure in the boat. 
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“Climb in!” 


Esty climbed down the rope ladder, followed by Leora. 
The intense sea wind was so cold, Esty couldn’t help from 
shivering; her teeth were practically chattering. She hated 
the cold so much. 


“Watch your step, girly,” rasped an unpleasant voice as 
she touched down to the boat - and the next moment she 
shrieked as her feet hit the side and she nearly slipped and 
fell off into the water - but two burly arms caught her just 
in time. 


“You don’t want to fall into that icy cold water, I can 
sure tell you that, girly!” 


The lantern on the boat cast an eerie light onto the long 
gray-haired boatman’s coarse, ruddy face. He smiled a 
nearly toothless grin at Esty. Leora touched down, and 
they sat down on the opposite side of the boat from the 
creepy boatman. 


“Look out!” A duffel bag landed down in the boat, 
causing it to sink slightly and bob back up. 
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“Hey, watch it, sonny!” said the boatman. “This here 
boat is a weathered girl; you don’t want to sink her!” 


Lucifer climbed down. “Let's away!” 


The boatman rowed the oars, and moved off fairly 
quickly away from the ship. 


“I knew it would be simple to get away,” said Lucifer 
smugly. “The watchmen of the Cackon are completely 
incompetent.” 


“What, do they sleep on the job?” said Leora. 
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“Only when they’re drunk,” said Lucifer. “Which they 
almost always are.” 


“Just how far away are we from the shore?” asked Esty. 
“We're a few kilometers away,” said the Boatman. 


Esty turned to Leora. “Leora... I was so scared that we 
wouldn’t see each other again.” 


“Me too,” said Leora. 


“That would have been the case if not for me!” said 
Lucifer pompously. 


“Here, Esty,” said Leora, taking off the cloak. “You look 
so terribly cold. You need this more than I do.” 


“But-” said Esty as Leora placed the cloak over her 
shoulders. “But now you'll be cold.” 


“I don’t really mind the cold so much.” 


“Now now girls,” said Lucifer, who was rummaging 
through his bag. “Bet you didn’t think I was prepared for 
this, did you?” He pulled out a woolen quilt. “Wrap 
yourselves in this.” 


“Oh! Thank you!” said Esty. They placed the quilt 
around themselves. It helped a lot. 


Esty gazed ahead where she could faintly make out 
lights on the shore. 


“We'll soon be in a very warm place,” said Lucifer. “The 
Grimm Brothers Inn. We can rest up there till later in the 
morning. The train station is right nearby. The train to 
Switzerland leaves at noon.” 
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“All I want now,” said Leora, “is a nice warm bed. And 
to sleep for a long time.” 


Esty was exhausted too. And she only realized now, she 
was sore from spending two nights on a hard floor. And 
she really felt like a shower. 


Lucifer took out a harmonica and started to play. 


“Ay, Lucifer!” said the Boatman. “I didn’t know you 
play music.” 


“Don’t talk. Row,” said Lucifer. And he continued to 
play. 


Esty was not particularly fond of harmonica music, but 
somehow at this moment she found it soothing. Lucifer 
continued to play over the next half hour, until they finally 
arrived at the shore. 


“And here we are,” said the Boatman as the boat came to 
an unsteady bump at a small wooden dock. He tied a rope 
to the dock. Lucifer reached into his pocket and took out 
some bills. 


“Keep the change,” he said as he pushed them into the 
Boatmans’ meaty hands. 


“With pleasure!” said the Boatman gleefully. 


The first rays of dawn were appearing on the horizon. 
The beach was bordered by foliage, from which they could 
hear the chirping of crickets. 


“It is just a fifteen minute walk to the inn,” said Lucifer. 
He led them down a path leading off from the beach to a 
quiet road lined with cottages. 
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“This is the village of Helfenroth,” said Lucifer. “Luckily 
for you girls, this is the type of village where no one has 
really met a Jew; they are sure not to see you for what you 
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are. 
“How would anyone know anyway?” said Esty. 


“There are those, like the Borg Witch, who can simply 
recognize Jews. They know how Jews look.” 


“Do you?” asked Leora. 


Lucifer waved his hand mockingly in response. 
“Between me and you, girls... it’s all nonsense.” 


Just then, there was the loud ringing of a bell. They 
gazed in the distance to see a tall church tower. There was 
a clock on the tower, but with her bad vision Esty could 
not make out the time. 


“We're almost there,” said Lucifer. 


They soon arrived at the village square, which had a 
large fountain in the center. They turned onto another 
road. Just then, a police car stopped nearby them. They 
turned to look. The officer in the car looked out at them 
sternly. 


“I wonder what his problem is,” remarked Lucifer. The 
police car drove on. 


“And here we are,” said Lucifer as they arrived upon the 
inn. A large wooden sign read above the entrance: “Die 
Briider Grimm Gasthof.” He pushed open the double 
doors leading Esty and Leora inside. 


“Huh,” said Leora as they looked around. The lobby 
was dimly it. An inviting fire was blazing in the fireplace. 
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All along the walls were animal heads; there was a deer 
head, a moose head, a bear head.... 


They stepped up to the counter, and Lucifer addressed 
the innkeeper in German. Esty found it interesting how 
much German sounded like Yiddish. She did not know 
Yiddish, but was most familiar with the sound of it. 
Lucifer took out some money and paid the innkeeper, who 
handed him two keys. 


“And there we go,” said Lucifer. 
They headed up a staircase. 


“We get these two rooms across from each other,” said 
Lucifer, nodding to the two doors. He handed Esty the 
key. “We can all rest up now. Oh - and a servant will be by 
your room momentarily to bring you some fresh fruit and 
water.” 


“Thank you so much,” said Esty. 


“It’s my pleasure, you know,” said Lucifer. He yawned. 
“Been up all night planning our daring escape... gonna 
catch up on some Zs.” He unlocked his door, and Esty 
unlocked theirs and pushed the door open. There were 
two extremely comfy looking beds in the room. 


“Oh... I am so exhausted,” said Leora, plopping down 
on one of the beds. “Mmmm...” she said, sinking deep into 
the pillows. Then she sat up, taking off her shoes, and Esty 
did the same. 


“What we have to figure out,” said Leora, “is how we 
get back to the future.” She looked at Esty. 
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“I just don’t understand any of this,” said Esty. “I don’t 
understand at all what that whirlwind was all about....” 


“I didn’t before... but now I do,” said Leora. “I recalled 
something that Beatrix had told me - one of the times that 
she mysteriously appeared on the palace grounds.” 


“What did she tell you?” asked Esty. 


“It was during that time that I thought you were dead,” 
said Leora. “She told me there will be an opportunity to 
change the past... and thereby change the future. And that 
I will do it together with you. And then we will come “back 
to the future,’ as she said.” 


“Wowsers,” said Esty. 


“I didn’t understand what she was talking about,” said 
Leora. “And I asked her for details - but she told me she 
could tell me no more.” 


Both of them were silent a moment as they looked at 
each other. 


“She knew everything. She knew this would happen to 
us,” said Leora. 


“And we will come back to the future,” said Esty. 
“Leora... did Fitche Balmont tell you about his whole 
plan?” 


“Fitche Balmont? Who is that?” said Leora. 


“So... the guard who helped you onto the ship didn’t tell 
you his identity.” 


“I... I thought he was a regular German soldier who was 
doing me a big favor,” said Leora. Esty filled her in on all 
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that Fitche Balmont had told her - about his mission to 
retrieve the Imperial Stone from Lucifer IX. 


“Well!” said Leora. “Now this explains everything! I was 
wondering why he went to such an extent to help me.” 


Just then there was a knock on the door. 
“Come in,” said Leora. 


The door swung open, and an old lady came in with a 
large platter of all different kinds of fruits and a jug of 
water. She set the platter down on the table next to the 
bed, and said something in German, gesturing to the 
wardrobe in the corner of the room. 


“Um... danke!” said Leora. 


“Mmm!” she said, biting into a plump, juicy pear. 
“There was nothing kosher there in that kitchen on the 
ship.” 


Esty opened up the wardrobe to see an assortment of 
linens, towels, bathrobes and nightgowns. “Oh... this is 
good.” 


They both changed into a nightgown. 


“We have a job to do here in the past,” said Leora as 
they got into bed. “We just need to figure out what it is.” 
She yawned. “I guess after we get some sleep, we'll be 
refreshed to figure it out.” 


“Hopefully!” said Esty, also yawning. 


They both fell asleep quite quickly. 
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Esty felt that she had hardly slept at all when there was 
loud knocking on the door. “Hey! Esty!” Esty sat up in bed 
as Lucifer opened the door. “The train leaves in forty-five 
minutes!” he said, letting himself in. “I already got tickets. 
For us... and for Leora on tomorrow’s train.” 


He placed Leora’s ticket on the table. “Yll meet you in 
the lobby, Esty,” he said, leaving the room. 


Esty just wanted to go back to sleep. But she had to keep 
her part of the deal. She got out of bed, stretching. A 
shower. That is what she could use right now. She got a 
towel from the wardrobe, and stepped into the bathroom, 
looking at her tired reflection in the mirror. She found it 
hard to believe that she was taking a trip across Europe 
right now. But then again, everything that had happened 
to them from the time they got swept up into the Warpway 
was hard to believe. 


She ran the shower water, and for a moment was 
nervous as freezing cold water came out. Were there hot 
showers back in 1943? Yes... there had to be! 


Fortunately, hot water started to come out. 
“Phew,” thought Esty. 
Never had a long, hot shower felt so good. 


When she finished she came out to see Leora, who had 
gotten up and was pouring herself some water. “Is there 
hot water in the shower?” she asked Esty. 


“Yes, Baruch Hashem!” she said. 


“Tm gonna sleep in,” said Leora through a yawn. 
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“I feel bad that you’re not coming with us,” said Esty. 
“I... [don’t want to be separated again.” 


“Neither do I,” said Leora. They both looked at each 
other. 


“I would much rather have you for company, Leora. I 
don’t like the idea of being alone with Lucifer. I really 
don’t see why he insists on us going separately.” 


“Everything is hashgachah pratis,” said Leora. “I’m just 
happy things have worked out so well. We’ll meet together 
in Switzerland... and then Hashem will guide us on what 
we need to do to get back to the future.” 


“Amen!” said Esty. “See you later, Leora.” 
“See you later, Esty.” 


“We're late!” said Lucifer as Esty arrived down in the 
lobby. He was sitting at a table with two glass bottles of 
something, one of which he was drinking from. 


“Sorry,” said Esty, squinting at the clock nearby. 


“Don’t worry, we'll make it there,” said Lucifer. “Say, I 
got you a soda pop. That’s got to be kosher, isn’t it?” He 
held out the soda pop bottle for her. 


“I... [can’t be sure,” said Esty. “I’m going to have to stick 
with just water to drink.” 


“You sure are strict in your laws,” said Lucifer. “Ah, 
well.” 


They headed out together into the sunny village street. 
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“How long will the train ride take?” asked Esty as they 
hurried along. 


“We should be arriving late at night,” said Lucifer. 
“Very late at night, in fact.” 


Esty had never taken a really long train ride before - 
never more than an hour or so. She hoped she wouldn’t 
get train sick. 
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They arrived at the station. Esty looked towards the 
train, which was not electric, but steam driven. She had 
never been on one of those trains ever before. 
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“T got us first class tickets!” said Lucifer as they boarded 
the train near the front. They sat down in their 
comfortable, spacious seats. Minutes later the train 
honked, and started to move. 


“I brought some books,” said Lucifer, opening up his 
bag and taking some out. 


“Thank you,” said Esty. 


“I brought some fruit too,” said Lucifer. “Though they’ll 
be serving lunch and dinner. Tell me Esty... I don’t really 
get your kosher laws. What else can you eat besides fruit 
and vegetables?” 


“Bread, and other grain products - if the baking was 
supervised by a religious Jew,” said Esty. “Kosher meat - 
beef, lamb, chicken, turkey... as long as the animal was 
slaughtered in accordance with Jewish law... kosher fish... 


eggs...” 


“Eggs?” said Lucifer. “Well why didn’t you say so? I 
packed hard-boiled eggs. But... why can’t you drink 
soda?” 


“Well,” said Esty, “we religious Jews usually don’t eat 
any processed food or beverage if the ingredients haven't 
been checked by a rabbi to make sure it’s all kosher.” 


“How about milk?” said Lucifer. “Do you drink milk?” 


“ 


nly if the milking has been supervised by a religious 
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Jew. 
Mh Why?” 


“We need to make sure it’s cow’s milk, and no other 
animal’s milk has been mixed in.” 
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“Sounds silly to me,” said Lucifer. 
“It’s very serious to us.” 


Esty gazed out the window at the countryside. 
Everything was all blurry. She sighed. She hated being 
nearsighted. What she loved about having contact lenses 
was the fact that when she had them in, she forgot she had 
any vision problem. Her eldest sister, Bailah, some time 
shortly before she got married, had gotten a laser 
treatment on her eyes that gave her perfect vision. Esty 
had wanted to get the treatment too, but to her 
disappointment, her optometrist told her that you have to 
be at least eighteen. 


So now here she was... on a train going through Europe. 
So much beautiful scenery... which she couldn’t see. 


“You look sad,” commented Lucifer. 
“Tm not sad,” said Esty. 


“Sure you are.” Lucifer looked out the window. “I really 
love the scenery. You know, Germany really is a beautiful 
country. But it’s nothing compared to Switzerland.” 


Esty looked out a moment more, squinting to see, then 
she finally gave up and opened a book. But she didn’t feel 
much like reading, so she soon closed it. Lucifer was still 
looking out the window, then he looked at her. “C’mon. 
What's wrong?” 


“If you must know,” said Esty bitterly, “I’m nearsighted. 
I can’t see well.” Despite herself, her voice cracked - and 
tears welled up in her eyes. “I-I had contact lenses in 
before. So I could see. Now I don’t have them, and I can 
hardly see anything now.” 
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“Awww... you poor thing,” said Lucifer. 


“Im stupid,” said Esty. “I should always have my 
glasses with me just in case. Just that I never wear them. I 
hate glasses.” 


“That’s because you're so pretty,” said Lucifer. 
“You think I’m pretty?” said Esty, surprised. 


“You're the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen in my life,” said 
Lucifer. 


Esty just looked at him. “I’ve always thought of myself 
as very plain looking. And I’m short, too.” 


“Height has nothing to do with beauty,” said Lucifer. 
“And... there’s nothing plain about you at all.” 


They were both silent for a moment. 
“You sure are trying to flatter me, aren’t you?” said Esty. 


“And... what’s wrong with that?” said Lucifer. 
“Especially if I speak only the truth?” 


As much as she didn’t want to admit it to herself, Esty 
found Lucifer to be... well, a very handsome and 
charismatic boy. But - who was he, anyway? This whole 
escapade with him felt surreal. He was Lucifer X. He was 
supposed to be the next leader of the League of the Iron 
Fist. And he was helping her. 


“Can you... can you not look at me that way?” Esty 
found herself blurting out. 


“Hmm?” said Lucifer. Then his eyes flickered down. 
Esty looked down - and realized she was sitting in a not- 
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tzniyus way; her skirt was crumpled underneath her, and 
her knees and lower legs were completely uncovered. 
Embarrassed, she quickly stood up and straightened out 
her skirt so that it hung properly down to her ankles, and 
she sat back down. 


“Why are you so overly modest?” Lucifer asked her. 
“I- we- we religious Jews are modest,” said Esty. 
“Maybe a bit too modest,” said Lucifer. 


“L I'm done,” said Esty. She got to her feet. “I-I’m sitting 
somewhere else.” 


“Why?” asked Lucifer. 
“You're making me feel uncomfortable.” 


“Yeah, but you can’t sit somewhere else; our tickets are 
for these seats.” 


Just then- “Tickets please!” 


Lucifer handed the two tickets to the burly ticket man. 
Esty sat back down. 


“So,” said Lucifer after several minutes of silence. “I’ve 
been wondering... where are you from?” 


Esty suddenly had an idea - to get Lucifer to stop being 
into her: To tell him the whole true story, of how she and 
Leora were sent back in time. Then he’d think she was nuts 
and back off. 


“Tm from the future,” said Esty. 


“Excuse me?” 
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“Leora and I - we are both from the future,” said Esty. 
“We're in a time warp, you see.” She went on to tell 
Lucifer all about how Leora was the Queen of Krystalice, 
and she, Esty, the Royal Marchioness, and how Leora was 
falsely accused, and their runaway to that meadow where 
the whirlwind had appeared and transported them back in 
time. Lucifer was oddly poker-faced all throughout the 
story. 


“Well, that certainly explains a lot!” he said when Esty 
was finished. 


“You must think I’m mad,” said Esty. 


“Not in the least,” said Lucifer. “I believe you, Esty.” He 
looked at her meaningfully. “And I believe I may know 
more about this than you do. I heard the legend from the 
Borg Witch - about the mystical Twin Clocks that can send 
people back in time.” 


“The Twin Clocks?” echoed Esty. 


“They are two ancient grandfather clocks,” said Lucifer. 
“One goes forward, the other goes backward. If you have 
both clocks, then you can operate the arcane time travel 
mechanism - and send people back.” 


Esty stared at him. “Is there a way to get back to the 
future?” 


“According to the legend, yes,” said Lucifer. “But there 
is only one person who knows how to get back. They call 
him the Blind Watchmaker. He is a mysterious individual 
who is said to know all the secrets of time travel. And in 
fact, he lives in Switzerland. After the big bike race, we can 
go to him. He can most likely help you and Leora get back 
to the future.” 
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Chapter 6 


11 Kislev 5074 - 1313 


“Doggone it!” thought Yanky irritably, looking all 
around. But night had fallen, and the forest was 
completely dark. The horse made an annoyed snorting 
sound. 


“Where did the Black Knight go?” murmured Yanky 
aloud for the umpteenth time. 


He found himself reaching into his pocket - and his 
hand closed around his flashlight. He pulled it out. Oh 
wow... he had forgotten he had this on him. 


A device that would not be invented for hundreds of 
years. He flicked the switch - but the flashlight did not 
turn on. 


“Oh, man....” He tried flicking it on and off several 
times, but it did not work. 


Just then, there was a loud boom of thunder. 


“Oh, great,” thought Yanky, looking up as drops hit 
him. “Now it’s raining.” He looked despondently at his 
flashlight. “Now of all times, my flashlight doesn’t work.” 


Just then, there was a great flash of lightning that 
illuminated the forest all around them. 


“Whoa!” The horse abruptly set off. There was more 
flashing lightning. 


113 


“Ah ha, so you know where to go. That’s good!” 


Yanky had never imagined there could be a storm like 
this. There was more and more lightning, illuminating the 
forest in blinding flashes. The horse suddenly stopped, 
then it looked to the side, and turned. 


“Hmmmm... well maybe you don’t know where you're 
going after all.” But then Yanky noticed, they were riding 
along a dirt trail. 


But then, the trees started thinning out - and there they 
were, out of the forest! But now, with no treetops to block 
the rain, it was coming down quite hard indeed. 


“Baruch Hashem!” said Yanky in great relief. But now... 
now what? He gazed ahead. The trail widened into a dirt 
road leading across the valley, trees swaying in the wind 
accompanying the rain. He shivered from being soaking 
wet. Suddenly, in the distance, he perceived a burst of 
flame. “What the...” He shook the reigns, and the horse 
galloped off down the road. 


After ten minutes of riding, the rain started to decrease. 
And then he could see, in the distance, a small mountain - 
and there was a fire blazing on the summit. 


Yanky felt a bit scared. He had no weapon at all. The 
Black Knights were very likely atop that mountain. 


But he had no idea what he ought to do aside from ride 
to the top of the mountain. If he turned back and tried to 
find the Freedom Fighters... he would just get lost again. 


But to ride up to the top of that mountain... 


114 


“Tve got to rescue Yoel!” Yanky said to himself. Even 
though he didn’t much like Yoel. But he was a fellow Jew, 
and that was it. “C’mon! Let's go! Faster! Faster!” 


Even though the mountain did not seem too far ahead in 
the distance, it took a while to get there. When he reached 
the base, the horse stopped, snorting, looking at the 
winding path going up. 


“C'mon now!” said Yanky, shaking the reigns. “Let's 
go!” The horse trotted up the path, which went up around 
the mountain... up and around... up and around... 


They finally reached the summit, where many tents 
were set up. Yanky’s heart was pounding now. 


The remains of a bonfire crackled near the tents. Yanky 
slid down from the horse, reaching into his pocket, and his 
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hand automatically closed around his flashlight... and he 
pulled it out to see to his surprise that it was on! 


“Why couldn’t this thing have worked before?” he 
muttered. Just then it flickered. “Ah! No! Stay on!” 


Yanky cautiously made his way among the tents. 
Scattered droplets of rain were still coming down. He 
stopped suddenly when he heard a loud grunt - and then 
snoring. He took a peek into the tent, barely daring to 
shine his flashlight in - and he gasped: A large man 
reclined within, the Wonder Sword at his side - and there 
was no mistaking that wicked curved mustache. 


“It’s raining, it’s pouring, the Black Knight is snoring,” 
muttered Yanky. “Huh!” His snoring was most loud 
indeed. Yanky slipped into the tent, reached down and 
took the sword. “The Wonder Sword... it is mine again! All 
mine!” he thought gleefully. He was about to leave the tent 
when he noticed a silver mirror on the ground. He picked 
it up, and stared at his refection. His eyes were all red. 
“What the...” Then, the next second, his eyes were bright 
red, without pupils. Yanky gasped. Then, his face was in 
the mirror no more: Instead was a shadowy face with 
those gleaming red eyes and fangs. Yanky yelped, nearly 
dropping the mirror. The Black Knight stirred. Yanky 
quickly put the mirror back down. 


“Now what was that all about?” he thought, rather 
frightened as he left the tent. He looked down at his 
reflection in a puddle of water. His face was normal. 
“Huh.” He looked at his sword. “Well, at least I got my 
sword back. The Wonder Sword!” He swished it around 
artfully. “Now... where could Yoel be?” 
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He continued on among the tents, looking inside each 
one - and then he saw, beyond the tents, a wooden post - 
to which Yoel was tied! He hurried over, and gasped to see 
that Yoel was drenched in blood, a small pool of blood 
below him. Yoel slowly opened his eyes, looking at Yanky. 
“Yaakov. You're... you're here...” he said in a most weak 
voice. “They stuck me with swords,” he wheezed. “And 
left me here to bleed to death. And... and I just about... 
have.” He breathed heavily. “Please... Yaakov... take my 
body back to our base, and bury me....” His eyes closed, 
and he said in a whisper, “Shemah Yisroel Hashem 
Elokeinu Hashem Echod.” 


“No!” said Yanky. But Yoel had stopped breathing. He 
quickly checked Yoel’s pulse. There was none. He was 
dead. 


There was a neigh, and Yanky looked to see the horse 
coming over. It looked at Yoel, then at him. 


“C'mon, boy,” said Yanky. “Weve got to take Yoel with 
us.” He chopped the ropes, and Yoel’s body fell to the 
ground. With great effort Yanky lifted his body, climbing 
up with it onto the horse. Suddenly- 
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“Hey, you 
A bunch of men holding torches came running over. 


“Sorry, you're too late!” declared Yanky. “I have the 
Wonder Sword now!” With that he lifted the Wonder 
Sword - and it glowed green. The men halted, staring. 


“That's right,” said Yanky. “You're messing with the 
wrong guy. I am the Lamplighter - the one who lights up 
the night, and turns the darkness into light!” And the next 
second, a great jet of green light shot out from the sword, 
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high into the sky. The men stumbled in alarm and backed 
away, and Yanky sheathed the sword and shook the 
reigns. The horse rode off, furious voices shouting behind 
him. 


“C'mon, boy!” said Yanky and they took off, back down 
the mountain. 


* k k 


It started raining hard again halfway back to the forest. 
Upon getting to the edge, Yanky pulled out his flashlight 
and turned it on. He sure hoped he would be able to find 
the way back to the clearing. He rode through the forest, 
but in fact, it took a long time. But soon he came upon the 
trees with arrows in them, and knew he was close. When 
he reached the clearing, the first rays of dawn were 
appearing in the sky. Yanky had never been up all through 
the night before - but time had seemed to go by so fast, 
Yanky hadn't felt it. 


“Hey, Yaakov! Yoel!” said Asher, who was sitting in a 
tree. He slid down it. “I was on lookout all through the 
night,” he said. Then he stopped in his tracks. “Is... is he 
asleep?” he asked, looking at Yoel. 


“He’s dead,” said Yanky. Asher just stood there for a 
moment, shocked, then came forward and helped Yanky 
lower Yoel’s body from the horse. They set him on the 
ground, and looked up as the rest of the children appeared 
from out of the trees, coming forward. 
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“I tried to rescue Yoel,” said Yanky. “I rode to the top of 
a mountain where they had brought him....” He proceeded 
to tell them the story in detail. 


“Yoel,” said Nissan, kneeling over him. He looked up at 
Yanky. “How were you not afraid to ride up that 
mountain, when you could have gotten killed yourself?” 


“I had to try and rescue him,” said Yanky soberly. 
“That... that was the only thing on my mind - I knew I had 
to do it. I just wish I had gotten there in time.” 


Nissan straightened up - and then stared at the sword in 
Yanky’s sheath. All the other boys stared too. 


“Oh!” said Yanky, taking the sword out of its sheath. 
“This is the-” 


“Wonder Sword!” said Nissan, almost in a whisper. 
“Can I- can I see it?” Yanky handed him the sword, and 
Nissan ran his fingers along the blade. Then he held up the 
sword. 


“Legend tells that when the sword is wielded by a Jew, 
it lights up green,” he said. 


“Not every Jew,” said Asher. “Only one who has the 
quality of leadership.” 


“Then it should light up for me,” said Nissan. He held 
up the sword a minute more, all the boys watching in 
silence. Nothing happened. 


“T guess the legend is wrong,” said Nissan. He handed 
the sword back to Yanky. He held up the sword in the air - 
and everyone gasped, stepping back as the Wonder Sword 
glowed green. 
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“The legend is right,” said Yanky. All the boys just 
stared at him. Yanky lowered the sword, and the glowing 
stopped. 


“Yaakov is our leader!” exclaimed a boy. Nissan turned 
to scowl at him. “Quiet, Menachem! Let’s not jump to 
conclusions here.” He turned back to Yanky. “We shall 
soon discuss who will be the next leader of the Freedom 
Fighters. Let us first bury Yoel.” 


“Of course,” said Yanky. “We must do that now.” 


“There is a place in the forest,” said Nissan quietly, 
“where we bury the boys who have died fighting. I will 
help carry Yoel’s body.” 


Menachem and two other boys went off. Menachem 
returned with a tallis, the two boys carrying the coffin. 
Together, Yanky and Nissan wrapped Yoel’s body in the 
tallis, and they placed his body in the coffin and picked it 


up. 


They headed together through the forest to a clearing 
where there were several boulders with inscriptions on 
them. Graves of boys who had died. 


Yanky could only remember being at one levayah before. 
That was the levayah of Hershel Stein. 


Several of the boys dug the grave, Yanky joining in. 
Nissan led the pre-burial tefillos, and delivered a heartfelt 
eulogy: 


“Yoel was a faithful leader to us all. When our families 
were taken away, many of our relatives killed by the evil 
Simians, there was no greater comforter among us than 
him. Yoel always had words of encouragement for us all. 
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He lifted our spirits and gave us the inner strength to put 
up a fight - to fight for our loved ones, both those who 
died, and those who remained alive but were now 
enslaved. 


“Yoel always had hope; his high spirits never wavered. 
Even when many of us would go to bed at night and wake 
up in the morning feeling despair in our hearts, Yoel 
would be there for us. He would encourage, inspire and 
strengthen us. We would never have gotten as far as we 
have, if not for Yoel.” Tears were now streaming down his 
face. “Yoel was such a good friend to me... he was such a 
good friend to each and every one of us. He was the 
bravest of us all. He put up a fight until the very end. Now 
Hashem has decided that his time has come, and so it has. 
But he will be missed by all of us, forevermore.” 


He nodded to Yanky, and they both took the coffin and 
placed it in the ground. All the boys took part in covering 
up the coffin. Then they all recited some kapitlach of 
Tehillim together. 


Afterward Yanky looked at Nissan, and Nissan looked 
at him. “You are our leader now,” said Yanky quietly. 


“That remains to be seen,” said Nissan. “Look, 
everyone,” he announced. “We've been up all night, it is 
time for us all to get some rest. Towards the evening we 
will decide what our next plan of action will be.” 


They all headed over to the tree fort. Yoel’s tree fort. 


“Hey, Yanky,” said Asher. “As long as we have two tree 
houses, we could get some sleep in ours. We could put up 
hammocks.” 


“Sounds good to me,” said Yanky through a yawn. 
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Yoel showed him to a shed where they kept more 
supplies - including some rope-fashioned hammocks. 
They brought two up to the fort and set them up. 
Although they didn’t look too comfortable to Yanky, he 
lay in his and felt most comfortable. 


“This has been such a night,” murmured Asher. “Never 
have we had an ambush from the Black Knights - here in 
the forest.” 


“How do we know they won't come back?” asked 
Yanky. 


“We don’t,” said Asher. “Which means we're going to 
have to act soon. We have conceived so many plans when 
it comes to attacking the Simian army and freeing all the 
Jewish captives. Our plans always fail - we end up getting 
injured or killed.” 


“I have a plan,” said Yanky. “We need to break into the 
Mines of Mediah. And we need to get the King of the 
Emeralds.” 


“We've tried that before,” said Asher somberly. “But the 
outside of the mines are much too heavily guarded. They 
have Simian guards with crossbows, ready to shoot any 
intruder on site.” 


“Well, there’s got to be a way to get in,” said Yanky. 
“There’s got to be....” He yawned again. Although due to 
all the action of the night, he had not felt tired at all 
throughout, now sleep was coming upon him. He closed 
his eyes, and very soon drifted off. 


In his sleep, he had a dream. 
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“Oy vey,” muttered Gershie as they approached the 
entrance to the mines. There were all kinds of tractors and 
digging machines before the tall entrance to the Mines of 
Mediah; the entrance was comprised of great big ancient 
bronze double doors. Engraved on either side was a 
symbol of a punching fist. 


“What is it, Gershie?” asked Yanky. 
“Do you see what I see?” 
“Depends what you see.” 


“The symbols on those doors! The punching fist! That’s 
the sign of the League of the Iron Fist!” 


Just then the bronze doors opened up, and a large man 
stepped out. He had long hair and a beard and wore an 
eye-patch. “Greetings!” he boomed. “The name’s Roman 
Vertigo.” He stepped up to Yanky and Gershie, towering 
over them; he was well over six feet tall. “Pleased to meet 
you!” He held out an eleven-inch hand to shake. 


“Hi!” said Yanky, offering his hand. “Ow!” Roman 
squeezed his hand hard as he shook it rather violently. 
“You've got to learn to shake like a man!” he said. He 
turned to Gershie. “Hello there!” 


“Hi!” Gershie squeaked, looking rather scared. 


“T am the manager of the Rhino Miners,” said Roman. 
“Or the retired manager, I should say. But I’ve come out of 
retirement this weekend to assist you boys on your quest. 
After all, how can I not accept a royal request from Her 
Majesty Queen Leora herself?” 
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“We need to find three emeralds,” said Yanky. “The 
three Power Stones.” 


“I know that,” said Roman. “Now let’s stop wasting 
time. Follow me, you two, if you will.” He pulled a large 
flashlight from out of his work belt and clicked it on as 
they entered the mine. He led them down a wide tunnel 
sloping downwards rather steeply. 


The tunnel was widening. They soon emerged into a 
vast cavern, full of stalactites and stalagmites. “Cool!” said 
Yanky, gazing up to look at the stalactites. His voice 
echoed off the cavern walls: “Cool!” 


“Hello there!” A most strange looking man lumbered 
out from the shadows. In contrast to Roman, he was very 
short, and stooped over. He grinned at Yanky and Gershie; 
he was missing almost all his teeth. 


“Hello, Gromlin,” said Roman. He turned to Yanky and 
Gershie. “Well, you two? Where are your manners?” 


“Hello, Gromlin,” said Yanky and Gershie in unison. 
“That's more like it.” 


“What cute children you are!” rasped Gromlin. “You are 
very naive looking, too. Tell me, do you get lost easily?” 


Yanky and Gershie looked at each other. 
“Well, do you?” 


“I never get lost!” said Yanky. “I have an extraordinary 
sense of direction.” 


“You do not!” Gershie said to him. 
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“I guess then you don’t need a map,” said Gromlin. He 
pulled an ancient looking map from out of his pocket. “I 
suppose I shall burn this map up.” He took out a lighter. 


“Wait! No!” cried Yanky and Gershie together. 


“Are you sure?” said Gromlin, holding the lit lighter an 
inch away from the map. 


“Yes!” 


“Okay then,” said Gromlin, putting out the lighter. 
“Guard this map with your life,” he said, pushing it into 
Yanky’s hands. “Or you might lose it.” He laughed, a high, 
raspy laugh, echoing off the cavern walls. 


Yanky awoke and opened his eyes. Then his eyes went 
wide. He reached into his pocket - and pulled out the map. 
All along he had the map on him. And he had completely 
forgotten about it. 


He had actually not opened the map once; shortly after 
he and Gershie had gotten separated in the Mines of 
Mediah, Yanky had run into Yosef Shor - who was 
trapped in the body of an ox. Yanky had employed the 
Chassidus he had learned from Rabbi Ruderman, turning 
Yosef Shor back to human form. And Yosef Shor had then 
helped him find Gershie and the three Power Stones. 


Yanky got up from the hammock to see that Asher was 
still asleep. He opened up the map, which was very big, 
looking at it to see that it showed the entire labyrinth that 
was the Mines of Mediah - and not only that, but the map 
displayed the land surrounding the mines - and it showed 
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several tunnels that led off from the mines to different 
places. 


“Holy schmoly,” muttered Yanky. One tunnel led all the 
way from the mines to the Royal Palace of Krystalice. 
Another led to... 


“The Chabad House!” said Yanky. 
“Mmm?” said Asher, groggily opening his eyes. 
Just then, there was the loud blowing of a horn. 


“Guess it’s time to join together,” mumbled Asher. 
“Man, I feel like I haven't slept at all.” 


“I have something you won't believe,” said Yanky. He 
showed it to Asher. Asher looked rather embarrassed. 


“What is it?” asked Yanky. 


“Um, I can’t read,” said Asher sheepishly. “I mean - I 
can read Hebrew, but not English. What is that map?” 


“It’s the Mines of Mediah,” said Yanky. “And it shows 
secret passages that lead inside!” 


“Really? Wow!” exclaimed Asher, looking at it. “Yaakov 
- why didn’t you say you had this map in the first place?” 


“T totally forgot I had it on me,” said Yanky. 
“Well, show it to everyone!” 


Yanky read the map closely, his heart beating in 
excitement. The map showed all kinds of chambers and 
passageways throughout the mines - he recognized the 
names of some of the chambers: The Chamber of the 
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Cursed Gold... the Crystal Mine... the Heart of the Mine.... 
But he did not see any point on the map that showed 
where the King of the Emeralds was. 


But wait! He knew where the King of the Emeralds 
was.... 
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Just as the front doors of the Mines of Mediah had the 
symbol of the punching fist upon them, so too were there 
double doors within the mines... he had come upon them. 
And Yosef Shor had told him this is the chamber where the 
Imperial Stone was. 


He would need the help of Yosef Shor to find the King of 
the Emeralds. 


Yanky and Asher climbed down from the tree house, 
heading over to where all the children were gathered, 
Nissan in front of them. The sun was near to setting. 


“Let us all daven Minchah together now,” said Nissan. 
“And right after, we shall have a vote - who built the 
better tree fort.” He gestured to the two forts. Then he 
looked at Yanky. 


“Yaakov, if you built the better one, then you are the 
leader. If not, then I am the leader.” 


They davened Minchah together. It felt a bit strange to 
Yanky, davening b’tzibbur - and yet they were all children, 
so there was no minyan. 


When they finished, Nissan declared, “Let us all 
examine the tree fort that Yaakov and Asher built - see 
how it compares with ours.” The children rushed over to 
the tree fort, many of them climbing up, others apparently 
satisfied to survey the fort all around from down below. 


“Wow!” 


“This is really something!” 
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Yanky and Asher smiled at each other as more 
compliments to their tree house emanated from above and 
all around. 


Finally all the children who were in the tree house 
climbed down, and they all gathered together again. 


“Now!” declared Nissan. “We will take vote by raise of 
hands - but those of you who are undecided need not raise 
your hands. Those of you who think that our fort is better, 
raise your hands now.” He raised his hand, and a few 
others did as well. “Those of you who think that Yaakov’s 
is better, raise your hands.” 


All the rest of the boys raised their hands. 


Nissan had a great look of disappointment on his face, 
but only for a second. “Well then,” he said, “let us applaud 
Yaakov - and Asher too, for the construction of their 
superior tree fort!” 


All the children cheered together. 


“Yaakov,” Nissan addressed him. “I hereby step down 
from my position. From now on, you are our leader. Come, 
take my place. We are all ears to hear what you have to 
instruct us now.” 


Yanky stepped up in front of all the Freedom Fighters. 
“We must waste no time,” he declared. “Now is the time to 
take action. What we must do is venture into the Mines of 
Mediah - we must find the Imperial Stone - the King of 
the Emeralds. Only with the power of that stone will we be 
able to win the war against Cognam the Cruel and his 
army.” 


All the boys looked rather perplexed. 
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“But it’s impossible!” said the boy named Menachem. 
“We have already tried-” 


“Behold!” declared Yanky, and he pulled out the map. 
“This is a map of the Mines of Mediah. It does not show 
where the King of the Emeralds is. But I know a man who 
does know where it is: Yosef Shor.” 


“That old coot who lives near the forest?” said 
Menachem. “He doesn’t like us much.” 


“We must go to him,” said Yanky. “We must persuade 
him to come with us, and guide us to the mines. Now - the 
thing is that Yosef Shor does not believe it is possible to 
enter the mines without getting caught. But there is 
something he may not know. This map shows a secret 
underground passageway leading into the mines. It is 
underneath a house. We need to find this house.” 


He placed the map down on a large boulder, and the 
Freedom Fighters gathered round to look at it. 


“Hey!” said Asher, pointing at the house on the map. 
“This is the house of Yosef Shor!” 


Yanky’s eyes went wide. Well of course! Shor’s house 
had a well in front of it. How had he not realized? Shor’s 
house and the future Shiny Rock Chabad House were one 
and the same. 
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Chapter 7 


12 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


“Thank you, Lucifer,” said Esty, stepping outside the 
clothing shop with a bag of new outfits. 
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“Hey, I want you to look your best!” chirped Lucifer. 
“Now then...” he rubbed his hands together. “The time has 
come for me to get a top-of-the-line bike.” 


They headed down the road over to the bike shop. 


“Ahh, this is the best bike shop around,” said Lucifer, 
surveying the bikes, which looked most primitive to Esty. 


“Are there no speed bikes?” she asked. 


“Speed bikes?” said Lucifer, raising an eyebrow. “What 
are those?” 


“Never mind....” 


Lucifer purchased a bright red bike. “Let’s go now - to 
the racing grounds!” He looked at his watch. “They are 
starting shortly.” 


They arrived at the grounds, where bleachers were filled 
with hundreds of excited people waving flags. 


“You there! Lucifer X!” A man with a bright red face and 
a white mustache marched over with his hands on his 
hips. 


“Hi, Mr. Bumstead,” said Lucifer. 


“You,” he said, pointing a thick red finger at Lucifer, 
“are late!” 


“A million apologies, O patient one,” said Lucifer. 


“Enough with the wisecracks,” said Mr. Bumstead. He 
looked at Esty. “Hmm! Who is this?” 


“A good friend of mine.” 
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“You're a pretty one!” Mr. Bumstead said to her. “So, 
you're Lucifer’s girlfriend, huh?” 


“Just a friend,” said Esty. 


“Strange,” remarked Mr. Bumstead, rubbing his red 
nose. He gargled and spat to the side. “Now then, Lucifer! 
Come with me at once - I’ve got to sign you up.” 


They followed Mr. Bumstead over to where a bunch of 
kids and teenagers were talking - each one of them with a 
name tag. One boy, who looked to be about fourteen, 
smirked and came over. 


“Well, Lucifer!” he said. “We meet again!” His name tag 
read “Hans Kaluza.” 


“What are you doing here, Hans?” said Lucifer, 
frowning. 


“What are you doing here, Mr. Iron Fist Junior? Gone 
AWOL again?” 


“Shut up.” 
“You shut up.” 


“Enough of this senseless bickering!” boomed Mr. 
Bumstead, clapping his large red hands together. “Come 
now, Lucifer... gotta put down that you’re here and find 
your name tag.” He led Lucifer over to a nearby booth 
which he stepped behind, pulling out some papers and 
rummaging through them, mumbling and licking his 
fingers with each paper he touched. 


Just then, a boy wearing a Russian hat pulled up on his 
bike. 
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“Well who are you?” said Mr. Bumstead, making a face. 
“Tm sorry I’m late-” the boy started to say. 


“Everyone’s late around here!” fumed Mr. Bumstead. 
“At this rate we'll never start the race on time! What’s your 
name?” 


“Hershel Stein.” 


Esty stared at him, wide-eyed. “Hershel Stein!” she 
exclaimed. Hershel looked at her. “Do I know you?” 


“You're from the Ukraine, aren’t you?” said Esty. 
“How’d you know that?” asked Hershel Stein. 


“Okay, okay, enough chit-chat!” said Mr. Bumstead 
gruffly. He scribbled in his paper, then he grabbed a name 
tag pin and thrust it into Lucifer’s chest. 


“Ow!” he cried, stumbling back. 


“Next!” boomed Mr. Bumstead. Hershel Stein stepped 
up. Esty could hardly believe this. In the present, Hershel 
Stein was nifter. He had once mentioned that in the time of 
World War II he was in a big bike race. 


“I know that boy,” Lucifer said to Esty, gesturing to 
Hershel Stein. “He’s a Jew!” 


“And so what?” said Esty. “I’m a Jew.” 
Lucifer looked at Esty. “Yeah... but you’re different.” 
“What?” said Esty, raising an eyebrow. 


“You will never win, Lucifer.” 
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He spun around to frown at Hans Kaluza, who was 
sneering at him. He made a very rude hand gesture in 
response. 


The sneer faded from Hans’s coarse face. “You think 
you're royalty, brat,” he said furiously. “But I’m gonna 
cream you in this race.” 


“T shall win!” said Lucifer. 


“Where did you get that piece of junk anyway?” asked 
Hans, examining his bike. 


“For your information, I just bought it - the most 
expensive bike on the market. It’s your bike that’s a piece 
of garbage.” 


“Why you!” said Hans, raising his fist over Lucifer. 


“Oh come on now!” said Esty, stepping forward. 
“Enough of this fighting!” 


“Alright, everybody!” said Mr. Bumstead, coming over. 
“You all had better get into position!” 


“Here, Esty,” said Lucifer, handing her a seat number. 
“Got you a seat in the front. And you can watch me win!” 


“Thank you,” said Esty as he headed off, then she 
looked at Hershel, who stopped and looked at her. 


“Tm Jewish too,” said Esty quietly. 


“Really? Wow,” said Hershel. “I didn’t think there 
would be any Jews watching this race.” 


“Why are you in this race?” asked Esty. 
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“For the prize money,” said Hershel. “I want to help my 
family escape from the Ukraine. We plan on moving to 
Green City, USA - if we can get out of Europe.” 


“Wow. Hatzlachah rabbah,” said Esty. “I hope you win!” 
“Amen,” said Hershel. “Thank you.” 


Esty went over to the bleachers, where she found her 
seat in the front. The contestants had all lined up with their 
bikes at the starting point. 


Mr. Bumstead stepped up in front of the microphone. 
“Ladies and gentlemen!” he declared. “Welcome to the 
Grand European Bike Race!” 


Everybody cheered. 


“I am your host, Mr. Bumstead,” he said. “And here we 
have the elegant Miss White, our co-hostess.” A very goofy 
looking lady dressed in white with an extremely wide 
white hat made a kissing gesture at the audience and 
waved, wiggling her many-ringed fingers. Mr. Bumstead 
handed her the microphone. 


“I am honored to be here,” she said in an extremely 
high-pitched voice. “And I’m excited about our contestants 
for today, who come from all over Europe. Even in the 
middle of this great war, it is inspiring to see the 
determination and resolve of all these youngsters, who are 
going to now race for their lives!” 


Everyone clapped. 


“Whoever comes in first place shall win the Gold Bike 
Trophy, plus a cash prize of a hundred Swiss francs. 
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Whoever comes in second shall win the Silver Bike 
Trophy.” 


“At the crack of my gun,” declared Mr. Bumstead, 
holding it up. “The contestants will get biking. You will 
not be able to watch the race all the way through - for the 
five mile race extends out of range of view. But watch with 
baited breath as our racers near the finish line. The winner 
will be named the Young Bike Champion of Europe!” 


Everybody cheered. 


“On your marks,” declared Mr. Bumstead, “get set - 
go!” and BANG! he shot his gun - and all the racers sped 
off. Esty smiled to see Hershel Stein shooting ahead of the 
others! 


Five minutes down the racing track was about as far as 
Esty could see, squinting. She could not tell who was in the 
lead. 


“Go Hans! Go Hans! Go Hans!” cried an annoying fat 
lady sitting next to her. 


Since there wasn’t much to do right now, Esty recited 
some Tehillim by heart. She recited the daily Tehillim 
every day, as she had been doing for several years now; 
thus she knew much of the Tehillim by heart. She added 
an extra kappitel of Tehillim in the z’chus of Hershel Stein, 
that he should win the race! 


Finally, Esty could see the bikers coming around. She 
still couldn’t tell who was in the lead. She continued 
reciting Tehillim, and the bikers came into view: At least 
thirty feet ahead of the rest, in the lead were Lucifer and 
Hans. 
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“Yes!” cried the fat lady. “Go Hans! Go Hans! Go Hans!” 
“Sheesh,” muttered Esty. 


“Look, look!” cried the fat lady, hitting Esty on the 
shoulder. 


“Ouch!” 


“It's me nephew, Hans! He’s winning!” cried the fat 
lady, and Esty flinched, getting sprayed with flecks of spit. 


Indeed, Hans was in the lead. Esty looked to see Lucifer. 
Sweat was pouring down his face; he was truly biking 
with all his might. 


But where was Hershel Stein? 


Lucifer was slowly catching up with Hans... but it was 
too late. The crowd erupted in applause as Hans sped 
through the finish line. 


“And our Young Bike Champion of Europe is Hans 
Kaluza!” declared Mr. Bumstead. 


“He won!” cried the fat lady, jumping up to applaud, 
accidentally knocking Esty down. She got up quickly, 
brushed herself off and moved quickly through the crowd. 
But she was nearly trampled by the fat lady who rushed 
past her. “Oh, my neffy-poo!” she cried, holding out her 
massive arms. Hans yelped and jumped to the side - and 
the fat lady crashed into Mr. Bumstead, and they both fell 
to the ground, the fat lady landing on top of him. 


“Aurgh! Get off me!” cried Mr. Bumstead. 


The rest of the bikers were all glaring at Hans Kaluza, 
green with envy - especially Lucifer, as Miss White 
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presented him with the golden trophy, and a photographer 
with a huge, old-fashioned camera came forward and 
snapped a photo. 


“And our second-place winner is-” 


“Just call me Lucifer!” he said, snatching the trophy. 
“Thank you!” He moved away quickly as_ the 
photographer tried to snap a photo. 


“Where's Hershel Stein?” exclaimed Esty, looking all 
around. He was nowhere to be seen. She looked at Lucifer. 


“What do you care about him?” said Lucifer sulkily. 
“I... well, why isn’t he here?” 

“He had an accident on the trail,” said Lucifer. 

“An accident?” 


“I didn’t really see, because I was in front of him,” said 
Lucifer. “But I looked around - we were on the side of a 
cliff... not a high cliff, maybe twenty feet or so, and he 
veered off.” 


“Oh my gosh!” cried Esty. “Is he alright?” 


“Oh, I’m sure he’s fine,” said Lucifer. “Don’t worry 
about him.” He sighed, and looked at Esty. “Let’s go.” 


“What about your bike?” asked Esty as they walked off 
from the race grounds. 


“I don’t need it anymore.” 


“Lucifer, you did great,” Esty told him. “You came in 
second - and that’s pretty good.” 
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“Yeah... I guess it is,” said Lucifer glumly. He looked at 
his watch. “Leora should be at the inn by now.” 


They headed off, arriving at the inn to see Leora, who 
was warming up by the fireplace. 


“Hi Esty!” she said, smiling. 
“Leora!” said Esty. “I’m so glad you got here safely.” 
“Yes, Baruch Hashem. I just got here now.” 


Esty looked at Lucifer. “Let’s take Leora to get some new 
clothes too.” 


“You girls and your clothes,” muttered Lucifer. “I could 
go a few days in the same clothes just fine.” 


They went back to the clothing shop, where a thankful 
Leora got several new outfits, then they went back to the 
inn and Leora changed. 


They had a quick lunch together, during which Esty 
filled Leora in on the Blind Watchmaker. 


They got into a cab, and Lucifer directed the driver to an 
old neighborhood with narrow streets and many poor 
looking houses. They stopped outside a house covered in 
vegetation; the nearby trees swept over the house, the 
walls of which were covered in moss and vines. 


They walked up to the front door. There was a mezuzah 
on the doorpost. They heard piano music playing from 
within. The tune sounded somewhat familiar to Esty.... 
Lucifer was about to knock - when the door creaked open. 
But there was no one in the doorway. The house was very 
dark; they could not see inside it. The piano music 
abruptly stopped. 
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“So who do we have here?” croaked a low voice from 
within. “Two Jewish girls, and one German boy. Well, 
well, well. Come in, you three.” 


They stepped inside, and a light came on; an eerie, 
reddish light. It took their eyes several seconds to adjust. 
The room was very small. The walls were lined with 
shelves of books. A stooped, cloaked figure sat at the 
grand piano. He slowly rose, taking his cane from next to 
him. Just then, there was a loud bong - and Esty yelped, 
spinning around to see a grandfather clock. It had just 
struck one o’ clock. 


“I was just wondering when I would see you two, Esty 
and Leora,” said the Blind Watchmaker. His face was 
rather pale, and he had a long, narrow gray beard. His 
sightless gray eyes somehow seemed penetrating. 


“Surprised that I know your names?” he said. “I know 
even more about you. I know you have traveled back in 
time.” 


“How do you know?” said Esty. 


“Take a look at my clock here,” said the Blind 
Watchmaker, gesturing to it. “Do you see anything 
different about it?” 


They looked at the clock. 


“This clock may look ordinary. But it is not,” said the 
Blind Watchmaker. “It used to belong to the Rubiner 
Rebbe. Before he and his chassidim left Europe for the 
United States, the Rubiner Rebbe dropped this grandfather 
clock by me. But he brought with him his other 
grandfather clock. These are the mystical Twin Clocks. 
And they are responsible for the formulation of the 
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Warpway - that great whirlwind that swept the two of you 
up, and transported you back in time.” With that the Blind 
Watchmaker turned and walked back over to his piano, 
and sat down, and resumed played, as if he had never 
been interrupted. 


The children looked at each other. Esty looked toward 
the piano. She recognized the tune... it was the Chabad 
niggun “Avinu Malkeinu.” 


“What should we do now?” said Leora. 


“Tf you ask me,” said Lucifer, “he is contemplating. Let’s 
wait it out....” 


After several minutes, the Blind Watchmaker stopped 
playing, and rose again. He turned back at them. 


“The Twin Clocks should not have created the 
Warpway,” he said. “It happened once before, but the 
whole thing was corrected - and everything was reversed, 
as if it never happened. But now... it has happened again. 
In the year 5774, someone will misuse the power of the 
Twin Clocks. For what purpose, I cannot say.” 


“How can we get back?” asked Leora. 


“Get back?” echoed the Blind Watchmaker. “Get back?” 
He sat back down at the piano, and ran the keys all the 
way down, then all the way up, and he stood up again. 


“You girls have a mission to do, and I’m sure you've 
realized that by now,” he said. “What you may not have 
realized is that you each have a different mission. But I 
must truly meditate on this. I shall retire to my chamber 
and do some hisbonenus. And I’m sure it will come to me.” 
Without another word he stepped up to a bookcase, and 
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opened it up like a door, and stepped through, and it 
closed behind him. 


They all looked at each other. 

“He ignored me,” muttered Lucifer sulkily. 

“Well, you didn’t say anything to him,” said Leora. 
“Meh,” said Lucifer. 


“So, this clock is responsible for sending us back in 
time,” said Leora, stepping up to it and examining it. 
“Looks like an ordinary grandfather clock to me.” 


“Well, the Blind Watchmaker is psychic,” said Lucifer. 
“Or so they say,” he added. 


“Hum...” murmured Esty, looking all around. 
“What is it, Esty?” asked Leora. 
“T wonder where this red light is coming from.” 


They looked toward the piano - on top of which sat a 
small potted single red flower... which seemed to be 
glowing. 


Yes, glowing. 
“This is weird,” said Lucifer as they examined it. 


“This flower is lighting up the room. Fascinating,” said 
Leora. “I’m into flowers... and I’ve never seen any flower 
like this.” 


“T have,” said Esty. “I’ve seen a flower just like this... but 
not a red one. A purple one. And it doesn’t glow.” She 
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reached into her pocket and took it out: The flower that she 
had kept in her pocket for a really long time now. 


“Why, this is the same kind of flower,” said Leora, 
staring at it. 


“Let me see,” said Lucifer, holding out his hand. Esty 
handed him the flower, and Lucifer examined it closely. 
“Now I know where I’ve seen this flower,” he said. “The 
Borg Witch... she uses flowers like these - of different 
colors, in her witches’ brew.” 


“Witches’ brew?” said Leora, raising an eyebrow. 


“Yeah... she’s always making witches’ brew,” said 
Lucifer. “Though I have no idea what she does with it.” He 
looked towards the bookshelf door the Blind Watchmaker 
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had gone through. “I wouldn’t be surprised if the Blind 
Watchmaker doesn’t practice magic.” 


“He can’t,” said Esty. “Magic is forbidden in Judaism.” 


Leora examined the piano. “This piano is just like the 
one in the Royal Palace of Krystalice.” She sat down and 
placed her hands on the keys. 


“Tm not sure I would do that,” said Lucifer. 
“Why not?” said Leora. 


“T just wouldn’t touch any of the Blind Watchmaker’s 
possessions,” said Lucifer. Leora looked at the piano keys 
longingly. She hadn’t played the piano for a while. She 
really wanted to now. Just then- 


“Whoa!” 


“I said, you shouldn’t play that piano,” said Lucifer 
grimly. 


“Tm not playing it!” 


He and Esty stared, their eyes wide: The piano was 
playing - of its own accord. 


“What the heck,” muttered Lucifer. 


“This is a beautiful niggun,” said Esty. Indeed it was. 
She wasn’t sure if she had heard this niggun before or not. 
It was slow and haunting. Maybe in the back of her mind, 
Esty could remember it... maybe. Or maybe she had heard 
a niggun similar to this one. 


The three of them watched the piano play some more, 
then Lucifer yawned, turning away. “This is taking longer 
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than I hoped.” He walked over to the window, looking 
out. 


The piano abruptly stopped playing. Esty reached her 
hands down on the piano keys - and she yelped, jumping 
back as the piano lid slammed shut. 


“What happened?” exclaimed Lucifer, whirling around. 


“The piano lid nearly slammed shut on my fingers,” said 
Esty. She tried to lift it - but it would not budge. 


She and Leora scanned the shelf for something to read. It 
was all sefarim - and they were all in Hebrew or Yiddish. 


“I wish I knew Hebrew well,” sighed Leora. “Or 
Yiddish.” 


“I know Yiddish,” said Lucifer, taking a book off the 
shelf. 


“You do?” said Esty, raising her eyebrows. 


“Well, I know German,” said Lucifer, opening the book. 
“And it’s almost the same thing.” Then he frowned. 


“This is no good,” he muttered. “These are all Hebrew 
letters. I don’t read Hebrew letters.” 


“Yeah, well, all Yiddish is written in Hebrew,” said 
Leora. 


“That’s preposterous,” said Lucifer irritably. 


Esty yawned and stretched. “I’m getting restless here,” 
she said. She stepped up to the shelf the Blind Watchmaker 
had gone through. “I’m gonna see what’s taking him so 
long.” 
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“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” said Leora nervously. 
“Tm sure!” 


Actually, Esty wasn’t so sure. But she had no more 
patience. She wanted answers already. 


She pushed the shelf, and stepped through, into a room 
that was filled with clocks. 


“Huh,” she murmured, turning round on the spot. There 
were clocks of all different kinds covering the walls - and 
there were small tables and stands upon which were 
mounted clocks of every shape and size imaginable. She 
walked over to examine a fancy water clock. It was 
comprised of so many different little sprockets and 
cylinders and wheels. Esty always greatly admired fine 
craftsmanship - and fancy crafted clocks in particular 
fascinated her. 


There were some large framed oil paintings on the walls. 
Six in all. Esty examined them. One painting showed a 
forest... another a desert... another a snowy mountaintop. 
Another painting showed an ancient chariot race, another 
a sunken ship... Esty looked at the last painting, perplexed. 
It was of two metallic suits, one red and one green, both of 
them shooting jets of fire at each other. 


“Strange,” she murmured. She looked into a mirror on 
the wall at her reflexion. Her normally pretty, bright blue 
eyes were tired, deep shadows underneath them, strained 
from trying to see without corrective lenses. She closed her 
eyes, rubbing them gently, then looked back in the mirror 
- and gasped. Her reflection was gone - to be replaced 
with a black, shadowy figure with bright red eyes and 
fangs! 


147 


“T see you!” said the figure in a high, chilling voice, and 
laughed a terrible laugh. Esty screamed, and stumbled 
backwards, tripping on the leg of a table and falling down. 


“What have you done?” 
The Blind Watchmaker loomed over her, scowling. 


Esty opened her mouth, but didn’t know what to say, 
she was so frightened. 


“Get to your feet now.” 


Esty got up and looked back towards the mirror - to see 
her reflection again. 


“Why did you come in here?” said the Blind 
Watchmaker. 


“LI- I'm sorry,” squeaked Esty. She lowered her eyes, 
feeling most sheepish. 


“You were impatient,” said the Blind Watchmaker. “I 
understand. But I was afraid for your safety a moment 
there. That mirror is evil. It is possessed by the Evil One, 
Cursed be He, a most wicked fiend.” Esty didn’t dare look 
back at the mirror again. 


“Please call your friend Leora in here,” said the Blind 
Watchmaker. 


Esty, still feeling most shaken, went back into the sitting 
room. 


“Esty,” said Leora, she and Lucifer both staring at her as 
she came back through the bookshelf door. “You look like 
you ve seen a ghost.” 
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“I did have quite a scare,” said Esty. “But... I’m okay.” 
“You sure?” said Lucifer. 


“Yes,” said Esty. “The Blind Watchmaker wants to speak 
to us in there,” she said to Leora. 


“What about me?” said Lucifer indignantly. 


Esty and Leora went back into the hidden room. The 
Blind Watchmaker was sitting on a padded chair facing 
them. 


“As I told you before, you each have a mission to do,” he 
said. “In order to get back to the future. Esty... you must 
stand up to a penetrating illusion. Leora... you must stand 
up to your worst fears.” 


They both looked at the Blind Watchmaker, waiting for 
more. 


“That is all,” he said. “In due time, you will both realize 
the crucial moment when it comes. You may leave now.” 


They looked at each other wordlessly, then they turned 
and headed back to the door. 


“Wait...” the Blind Watchmaker said suddenly. “Esty.” 
She turned around. 


“Before you leave, I want to do something for you,” said 
the Blind Watchmaker. “I am blind... I cannot see at all. 
You can see, Esty. But not clearly. You are nearsighted. It 
bothers you a lot.” 


Esty didn’t know what to say. 
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“There is nothing I can do for myself,” said the Blind 
Watchmaker. “There is, however, something I can do for 
you.” He gestured to a worn sofa at the side of the room. 
“Lay down, Esty.” 


Esty obediently lay down on the sofa. The Blind 
Watchmaker reached within his cloak - and withdrew a 
small, narrow vial. 


“Open your eyes wide.” He stood over Esty, unscrewing 
the cap. “Do not blink!” he said. She opened her eyes wide, 
nervously. The Blind Watchmaker injected a drip into her 
left eye and then into her right. Suddenly, Esty’s eyes 
stung badly - and she was forced to close them. 
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“IKs okay...” said the Blind Watchmaker. “Keep your 
eyes closed until you feel like opening them.” For half a 
minute, she didn’t feel like she could open her eyes... and 
then, she finally did. She got up from the sofa, 
mesmerized. 


Everything in the room was absolutely clear. She... she 
had perfect eyesight! She gazed at a clock on the other side 
of the room - the numbers clear as could be. A wonderful 
joy coursed through her - the same boundless joy she had 
taken for granted when she was very little, when she could 
see perfectly without glasses or contacts. 


“I... I have 20/20 vision!” she said in a whisper, hardly 
able to believe it. She looked at the Blind Watchmaker. 
“How did you do that?” 


“Simple,” said the Blind Watchmaker. “This potion 
revitalizes the strength of the retina and restores the cornea 
to its proper shape, causing the eye to see clearly.” 


150 


“Do you have a potion that can get rid of my freckles?” 
asked Leora hopefully. 


“Tm afraid not. Now, it is time for you to go.” 
“Thank you so much,” said Esty. 
“You are most welcome. Now go in peace.” 


They stepped through the door back into the sitting 
room, where Lucifer was sitting back in a chair, looking 
very bored indeed. Esty smiled. Everything was so clear. 
Her vision was even better than when she had her contact 
lenses in! 


Just then, there was loud banging on the door. “Open in 
the name of the law!” came a gruff voice. 


“What the-” said Lucifer, getting up, and they stared at 
the door. 


“Lucifer, is that you?” came another voice. His face went 
pale. “What the heck!” he cried. The door came crashing 
down, and a bunch of Iron Fist soldiers marched in, Esty 
and Leora shrieking. 


“Well, well, well.” A tall man in a black robe with long 
gray hair came in. “My dear son,” he said to Lucifer. 
“What did you think by it - going AWOL?” He glowered 
at his shocked son. 


“Father! H-how- how did you find me?” exclaimed 
Lucifer. 


Just then, there was high-pitched laughter. Chills went 
down Esty’s and Leora’s spines, and they looked at each 
other, horrified. 
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“Hello there!” cooed Tammy, entering. Only she did not 
look like Tammy anymore. Her face was all black and 
hideously deformed. “Pardon my appearance!” she said 
curtly. “This is what comes from being trapped in an 
exploding helicopter. Well, Your Royal Highness and 
Royal Marchioness,” she cackled, doing a mock curtsy. “I 
just took the liberty of helping the League of the Iron Fist 
find you.” 
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Chapter 8 


12 Kislev 5074 - 1313 


“Must I really wear this raccoon suit?” said Yanky 
irritably. It made him feel rather itchy. 


“Of course!” said Asher matter-of-factly. “After all, 
you're the leader!” 


“Yaakov,” Nissan addressed him. “Three stars are out 
now. It is safe for us to leave the forest. But as a general 
principle, we only leave in groups of three, in case any of 
us get caught.” 


“Who wants to come with me and Asher to Yosef Shor’s 
house?” Yanky addressed the boys. 


“Me! Me! Me!” everyone chorused. Just then, Menachem 
stepped forward. “Yaakov,” he said, “I’m the only one 
here who actually knows Yosef Shor. He is a stubborn 
man. But I could help persuade him to help us out.” 


“Very well then,” said Yanky. 
The rest of the boys looked disappointed. 


“I have a job for everyone else,” declared Yanky. “Even 
though the three of us will be taking the secret tunnel into 
the Mines of Mediah, we need a backup plan in case we 
need to flee out the mountain another way. I would like 
everyone to divide up in different hiding spots near the 
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base of the mountain. Nissan,” Yanky addressed him. 
“You are in charge to organize everyone.” 


“Excellent!” said Nissan, clapping his hands together. 
“Okay, everyone! Get your best weapons ready. We will 
surround the mountain!” 


Yanky, Asher and Menachem set off together to the edge 
of the forest. Asher was armed with a slingshot, 
Menachem with a hand axe. 


“We must be cautious,” said Menachem, “should we 
encounter any Simians! I’m sure they'll be looking for us.” 


When they got to the edge, Yanky stepped forward, 
looking all around. The valley before them was still and 
quiet. “Alright,” he said. “Let’s follow the path to Yosef 
Shor’s.” 


They started along the path - but a minute later, as they 
passed by a thick oak tree- 


“Hiya!” Two large, ugly long-haired goons that looked 
just like cavemen dropped down. They both drew out 
swords. “Halt, you three children!” rasped one of them. 


“Simians!” cried Asher. 


“Halt, you two!” declared Yanky, drawing out the 
Wonder Sword. Immediately it glowed green. 


“What the-” said one of the barbarians. Yanky aimed his 
sword at him and- ZAP! a green bolt shot from the blade 
of his sword, hitting the Simian, who crumpled to the 
ground. 


“Yah!!!” the other Simian lunged at him. 
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ZAP! 


“Heh!” declared Yanky as he crumpled upon his 
comrade. “That was simple.” 


“Look out!” cried Menachem! 


“Ow!!!” An arrow shot right into Yanky’s leg, and he fell 
over. 


“Ha ha ha!!!” A third long-haired barbarian came 
running over, aiming a crossbow at them. “You three are 
toast!” 


“I hate toast!” wheezed Yanky. He tried to pull the 
arrow from his leg; it hurt! 


Asher loaded his slingshot, aimed at the Simian and- 


“Ha!” laughed the Simian as the stone whooshed past 
his head. “You're good for nothing- AURGH!” The second 
stone hit him right in the forehead, and he screamed, 
stumbling over, blood sprinkling everywhere, and he fell 
forward, collapsing on the ground, and was still. 


“Good shot, Asher!” said Yanky. 


“This doesn’t look good,” said Menachem, he and Asher 
kneeling over him. “If you pull the arrow from your leg, it 
will make the bleeding worse.” He straightened up and 
looked around - then his eyes lit up. “Baruch Hashem!” he 
exclaimed. 


“What is it?” 


“A zelena tree!” Menachem hurried over to the tree - 
which Yanky immediately recognized. 
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“The fruit of the zelena tree cures wounds!” said 
Menachem, picking a fruit off the tree. He hurried back 
over, and he pulled out a small knife, cutting open the 
fruit. 


“Okay,” he said. “Now, it’s gonna hurt - but I’m gonna 
pull the arrow out of your leg, and immediately apply the 
zelena fruit.” 


Yanky closed his eyes tightly, preparing for the pain - 
and he bit his lip hard as Menachem pulled the arrow out 
- but he immediately felt a great sensation of relief as the 
cold, juicy fruit touched the wound. The next second, he 
felt no more pain. 


“It should heal within minutes,” said Menachem, as he 
rubbed the fruit on the wound as if with a sponge. Then he 
removed the fruit, and now - the wound was gone, 
without a trace! 


“Hey, this is great!” said Yanky, getting to his feet. 
“Thank you, Menachem!” 


“It sure is lucky that this zelena tree was here,” said 
Menachem. “The Simians have been cutting down all the 
zelena trees.” 


“IKs also lucky that we came upon barbarians and not 
any Black Knights,” said Asher. “These barbarians are 
awfully dumb.” 


“We should pick more zelena fruit,” said Yanky, “and 
take it with us.” 


“Good idea!” said Asher. 
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They picked zelena fruit off the tree, storing it in their 
backpacks. Then they continued along the path to Yosef 
Shor’s house. They were extra cautious now, on the watch 
for any barbarians who might be hiding in wait for them, 
behind a tree, behind a boulder, or anywhere else. 


Finally they arrived at the house. Yanky smiled at the 
sight of the old well. The old well that was in front of the 
Gutstein’s Chabad House, seven hundred years in the 
future. 


Yosef Shor was not pleased to see them at his door. 


“Yaakov!” he said to him. “What is that ridiculous 
raccoon suit?” 


“Tm the new leader of the Freedom Fighters!” 


“Yaakov,” said Shor sternly. “You leave my house, you 
come back with two rebel children? What in the blazes is 
the meaning of this?” 


“Reb Shor,” said Menachem. “Don’t you recognize me?” 


Shor looked at him closely. “Ahh...” he said slowly. “I 
reckon I do. You are the baker’s son, I presume.” 


Menachem nodded. 
“Your father was a good man,” said Shor. 
“Can we come in?” 


“For what?” said Shor. “You rebels know very well that 
I have nothing to do with you.” 


“But Reb Shor,” said Yanky. “I must show you 
something.” 
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“Very well then. And this had better be good!” said 
Shor, opening the door wide for them to come in. 


There was a bad smell; they all looked to see a pot of 
steaming something cooking in the fireplace. 


“Whatcha cookin’ there?” said Yanky. 
“Cauliflower stew,” said Shor. 
“Ick.” 


The expression on the other two boys’ faces suggested 
that they did not care for cauliflower stew either. 


“Well, glad you boys don’t like it, cause I haven't 
enough for four. But sit down at the table, I shall bring out 
a drink.” 


Muttering grumpily to himself about kids bothering 
him, he retrieved a bottle from the pantry and four cups, 
and poured a cup of milk into each one. 


“Milk?” said Yanky. He was not the biggest fan of milk. 
“What did you expect? Vodka?” 

They benched Shehakol and drank. 

“This milk tastes funny,” said Yanky. 


“Then you don’t have to drink it!” said Shor, pounding 
his fist on the table so hard the glass bottle nearly tipped 
over. “Now then, what did you want to show me?” 


“This,” said Yanky, pulling out the map and unfolding 
it. 
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“Well I'll be darned,” said Shor, raising two gray bushy 
eyebrows, observing the map. “Where in the world did 
you get this?” 


” 


“Hey, it doesn’t matter where he got it,” said 


Menachem. “The point is, he got it.” 


“You cheeky children!” said Shor. “You have no respect 
for your elders! Not in the least! Now finish up your milk, 
and be gone with you, and don’t come back!” 


“But Reb Shor,” said Yanky. “We need your help.” 
“You shan’t have it!” 

“But I didn’t even tell you what we need your help for.” 
“I don’t want to know!” 


“Reb Shor,” said Menachem. “We need your help in 
sneaking into the Mines of Mediah - to find the King of the 
Emeralds.” 


Reb Shor just stared at them, shaking his head slowly. 
“Are you ill?” he said. “Sneak into the Mines of Mediah! 
Surely you jest! And find the King of the Emeralds! No one 
knows where the King of the Emeralds is!” 


“Except for you, Reb Shor,” said Yanky. 
“Ridiculous nonsense.” 


“You know where the hidden door is,” said Yanky. “The 
hidden door deep within the Mines of Mediah, with the 
iron fist engraved upon it - near where the spiders are.” 


Yosef Shor just stared at him. “How do you know about 
that door?” he exclaimed. 
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“Hey, it doesn’t matter how he knows,” said Menachem. 
“The point is, he-” 


“Oh, enough with you children! Enough I say!” shouted 
Shor, looking like he was about to have a real fit. “Get out 
of my house!” 


“But look!” said Yanky, getting up, and he withdrew the 
Wonder Sword from his sheath. The sword shone its 
bright green glow - and the whole room filled with the 
glow. 


“Good heavens sakes alive!” cried Shor, stumbling 
backwards. “I know that sword! It’s the Wonder Sword!” 


“My sword,” said Yanky. 
“How in heavens name did you get that sword?” 


“Hey, it doesn’t matter how he got it,” said Menachem. 
“The point is-” 


“Oh, enough!” cried Shor, covering his eyes. “Sheath 
that sword, sheath it I say!” 


Yanky sheathed the sword and the bright light vanished. 


“Come with us, Reb Shor!” he said. “Come be our guide 
in the Mines of Mediah. We must find the King of the 
Emeralds, so that we may defeat Cognam the Cruel and 
his Simian army.” 


“No!” thundered Shor. “I’ve had enough of all this 
madness! If you three boys want to go and get yourselves 
killed, be my guests.” He marched over to the door and 
opened it. “Down the well!” he said. “If that’s what you 
wanted to know, where exactly the entrance to the hidden 
tunnel is - well, it’s down there. Goodbye and good luck.” 
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“Please, Reb Shor,” said Asher. “We could really use 
you as our guide.” 


“I said goodbye and good luck!” thundered Shor. 
The threesome looked at each other. 


“Well, thank you, Reb Shor,” Yanky said to him. “That 
really is all we needed. We can manage perfectly well on 
our own.” 


“Oh, really?” said Shor as they walked out. “Oh really!” 
“Yes, really, Reb Shor.” 


“You really think you can sneak into the Mines of 
Mediah without a guide.” 


“We certainly can!” 


“Balderdash!” shouted Shor. “You children could never 
survive on your own.” 


“We will!” said Yanky. “It’s okay, Reb Shor. We'll be 
fine.” 


They approached the well, Yanky looking down into the 
darkness. Then he started to lower the rope. 


“Ha!” said Shor. “You very well won't be fine. You need 
a guide.” 


Picking up on Yanky’s reverse psychology, Menachem 
said to Shor, “It’s okay, Reb Shor. You're old. You 
shouldn’t come with us. Stay indoors. We’ll handle this 
perfectly fine ourselves.” 
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“Oh, I’m old, am I?” declared Shor. “TI show you old! 
You are not going down that well. I shall not have you 
three small children die a meaningless death. I shall come 
with you - I shall show you into the Mines of Mediah! Just 
let me grab my weapon.” He disappeared back into the 
house. 


“Alright!” The three boys high-fived each other. 
“Very good, Yanky,” Menachem said to him. 
“Hey, you finally convinced him, Menachem.” 


“Alrighty!” said Shor, emerging with a sword of his 
own. “Let’s get going down that well!” 


All of a sudden- 
“Whoa!” 


What looked at first like a streak of fire whooshed past 
him, landing on the ground, setting a patch of grass ablaze. 


“Simians!” shouted Shor. They all looked to see half a 
dozen barbarians approaching - one of them loading 
another fiery arrow into his bow. 


“Quick! Quick! Climb down the well!” 


Asher and Menachem scrambled onto the rope, followed 
by Yanky, followed by Shor, who just narrowly missed the 
second fiery arrow. 


“So long, you miserable savages!” shouted Shor as he 
disappeared down into the well. 


They climbed down, down, down... through the 
darkness. Just then- 
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“Whoa!” They were suddenly falling! 
“Those rats!” cried Shor. “They cut the rope!” 


SPLOOSH! They all landed in the freezing cold water. 
They could see nothing. 


“Let us all dive down!” said Shor. “Yaakov - pull out the 
Wonder Sword and illuminate the water!” 


Yanky took out his sword, which glowed, and they dove 
down into the water. It was a bizarre feeling - the water all 
lit up in green around them. They swam after Shor... and 
they swam and swam and swam. Yanky happened to be 
not bad at holding his breath... but they continued to swim 
underwater for more than a minute... then, Shor started to 
swim up. 


Yanky suddenly heard a strange noise - and looked 
down to see Menachem, his eyes closed, sinking. He swam 
down immediately and grabbed Menachem’s hand. He 
sheathed his sword and trod upward.... 


Finally he emerged at the surface, pulling up Menachem 
with him, who gasped and spit out water. 


“What's the matter, boy?” said Shor. “Couldn't handle a 
little underwater swim?” 
“Tm- I'm alright!” 


ny 


you. 


gasped Menachem. “Yaakov - thank 


“Hey, what are friends for?” 


“Take out your sword, Yaakov,” said Shor. “You realize 
I would never have agreed to lead you to the mines unless 
you had it - not that I think you have any fighting skill, 
but the sword does come very much in handy for light.” 
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“Thanks a lot,” muttered Yanky, and raised the sword - 
and illuminated the watery cavern around them. Nearby 
was an entrance into a narrow tunnel. They made their 
way toward the tunnel, the water becoming much more 
shallow - it was now only waste deep, and getting lower 
and lower... until finally, as they reached the entrance of 
the tunnel, it was ankle deep. 


“It will take quite a bit of time to get all the way down 
this secret passageway,” said Shor. 


“Like an hour?” asked Asher. 
“More like three,” said Shor. 
“Oy vey,” gasped Menachem. 


“Hey, it was you children who wanted to go to the 
Mines of Mediah. You must be prepared for the trouble - 
and the real trouble doesn’t even start till we get there. 
Aside from the Simians, there are a lot of other dangerous 
creatures we're going to want to watch out for.” 


“Like what?” asked Asher nervously. 


“Oh, vampire bats... giant spiders... and worst of all, 
cursed gold.” Shor bit his lip. 


“Cursed gold?” echoed Menachem. 
“You touch it,” said Yanky, “and it paralyzes you.” 


“That's right,” said Shor. “Anyway, take to mind that 
when we get to the mines, you must listen to everything I 
say. Otherwise... you may meet your doom.” 


Yanky looked at Asher and Menachem who didn’t look 
so confident in this mission anymore. 
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“The main thing is that we get the King of the 
Emeralds!” said Yanky. “Then we'll be invincible.” 


They walked on in silence for a very long time. The 
dark, wet tunnel turned and twisted, and seemed to go 
deeper into the ground. 


“Reb Shor,” Yanky addressed him after a while. “Why is 
it... that you’ve been so reluctant to join the fight against 
the Simians?” 


For a moment, Shor did not answer. Then he said, 
“Well... precisely because I’ve been reluctant to enter the 
Mines of Mediah. Even now I am reluctant.” 


“How come?” asked Yanky. 


“You sure need to know the answer to everything, don’t 
you?” said Shor. He sighed. “We as it happens, long ago, I 
met a great tzaddik, Rabbi Moshe ben Maimon...” 


“The Rambam!” said Menachem. 


“That's right, the Rambam, zecher tzaddik livrachah,” said 
Shor. “He saw in me, when I was a young lad, that I had it 
in me to be very successful - and to become wealthy. But 
he warned me against it. He told me that I must strive 
throughout my life never to seek material gain... for if I do, 
I shall bring great evil upon myself.” 


“Wowsers,” said Yanky. “But... why does that deter you 
from trying to save the kingdom?” 


“Because, my boy, if I were to save the kingdom, along 
the way I would accumulate much wealth,” said Shor. 
“Which is exactly what I do not want to do.” 
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It seemed to take forever.... Eventually, the tunnel 
sloped upward. 


“We are nearly there,” said Shor. “Prepare yourselves... 
we will seriously be risking our lives.” 


Finally, they reached the end of the tunnel; it ended with 
a concrete wall. 


“Gee,” said Yanky, looking at it. “What do we do now? 


“Looks like the way into the mines is blocked,” said 
Shor. “Let’s turn around.” 


“What?” cried Yanky, Asher and Menachem together. 


“Oh, can’t you children take a joke?” said Shor. “Now, 
Yanky - shine the light closer...” 


Yanky held the sword forward, illuminating the wall, 
and there they saw a hand print within the rock. 


“Excellent!” said Shor. “Absolutely excellent!” He placed 
his hand upon the hand print - when suddenly, the wall 
before them vibrated, and they jumped back as dust and 
pebbles rained down upon them... and the wall started to 
slide to the side. 


“Yes! This is great!” said Menachem. But he looked 
scared. The wall slid all the way - revealing the entrance to 
a chamber lit up by torches. The water of the tunnel 
flowed into a narrow stream before a platform of rock. 
Yanky’s eyes went wide as they stepped upon the 
platform. He recognized this rectangular chamber, 
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surrounded on all sides by the gushing stream leading into 
several other water tunnels. His eyes fell upon a stone 
table. It was here that he met Yosef Shor - or where he 
would meet Yosef Shor, depending on how you looked at it 
- the first time. 


“Yanky, please hand me the map,” said Shor. Yanky 
handed it to him, and they stepped up to the stone table, 
and Shor opened up the map upon it, looking at it closely. 


“This place really gives me the creeps,” said Menachem, 
looking all around. “I hope we don’t see a vampire bat!” 


Suddenly, there was a chilling, high-pitched screech, 
and from out of a water tunnel flew a gigantic vampire 
bat! 


“Duck your heads!” exclaimed Yosef Shor, and they all 
did so just in the nick of time as the bat swooped down 
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upon them, missing them. Yanky straightened up as the 
bat turned around, about to swoop down upon them again 
- and he aimed his sword at the bat, and a green bolt shot 
from the sword, hitting it - and the bat exploded in a great 
burst of green light - and was gone. 


“Tt sure is handy to have the Wonder Sword!” chirped 
Yanky. 


“We must waste no time,” said Shor. “I know where to 
go now. Come on!” 


He led them off down a tunnel, and proceeded to lead 
them through a maze of tunnels. After a while they heard 
a loud noise up ahead; it was the noise of people! As they 
came closer, they heard anguished cries and moans. 


“It sounds like slaves!” said Shor. They arrived upon a 
chamber that had a window. Through it they saw blazing 
light. 


“Whoa,” muttered Yanky as they approached the 
window, looking out upon a massive cavern down below 
filled with hundreds and hundreds of men and teenagers, 
all in chains, who were digging with shovels and picks. 


“These are the Jewish slaves of Cognam the Cruel!” said 
Shor. “They are digging for emeralds. More specifically, 
they are digging for the King of the Emeralds. But the King 
of the Emeralds is not buried. That is what Cognam the 
Cruel does not know. But I do.” 


“How do you know, Reb Shor?” asked Menachem. 


“It doesn’t matter how I know,” said Shor. “The point is, 
I know! Now, get away from the window before you’re 
spotted! Come on!” 
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They continued on, coming upon stone stairs, and 
ascended them. The stairs led them up and around, up and 
around through darkness, illuminated only by the Wonder 
Sword. As they reached the top, a bad smell filled the air. 


“What's this?” asked Menachem, observing a small pit 
of bubbling green liquid. 


“It’s chlorohona,” said Yanky. 


“We are nearing the top of the mines,” said Shor as they 
headed along the cavern, which sloped upward. Suddenly 
they heard a rumble ahead of them. “Beware,” he said. 
“The moveballs are coming.” 


“Moveballs?” echoed Asher. Then he yelped as a 
gigantic steel ball came rolling down towards them. They 
moved to the side - when the moveball rolled in a U-turn, 
and back up the slope. 


“There are more,” said Shor. 


They made their way up the slope, which got steeper 
and steeper, and had to keep dodging out of the way to 
avoid more moveballs. Finally the ground became more 
level - and suddenly, up ahead, they perceived- 


“A spider web!” cried Asher. 


“Indeed,” said Shor, as they regarded the gigantic web 
before them, which stretched out of sight into the darkness 
in all directions. “This is why the Simians never come to 
this part of the mine - for they fear spiders.” 


“Do they?” said Yanky, raising an eyebrow. 


“Indeed. They consider spiders to be cursed, and bring 
ill fortune upon them.” 
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“But I fear spiders too!” said Menachem. 
“I don’t!” 


They spun around, and for a moment saw nothing - 
then, from out of the darkness strode none other than- 


“The Black Knight!” exclaimed Yanky. 


“Yes, it is I!” thundered the Black Knight. He stopped 
and lifted the visor of his helmet. “Well, we meet again, 
foolish little boy!” he sneered. “Did you really think you 
would get away with stealing my sword?” 


“You mean my sword!” said Yanky. 


“You mean my sword!” boomed the Black Knight. With 
that his visor closed again. “Ergh!” He pushed it back 
open. 


“TIl bet you can’t make the sword light up the way I 
can!” said Yanky. 


“What do you mean?” said the Black Knight, sneering at 
him. Yanky looked at the sword. It was no longer glowing. 
“Hey!” he exclaimed. “What's going on?” 


“T smell fear in you,” said the Black Knight, striding 
toward him. “It is your fear which shall bring upon your 
downfall, right now - unless you drop the sword at your 
feet, surrendering to me.” 


“Stand back!” declared Shor, drawing out his sword. 
Asher loaded his slingshot and Menachem brandished his 
axe. 
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“Ah ha ha ha ha!!!” laughed the Black Knight. His visor 
closed again. “Blast it!” He pushed it back open, and drew 
out a sword. 


“Give me back what is mine, or all of you shall die!” he 
shouted. 


Suddenly- 


flash: A giant spider had dropped down from the darkness 
on a string of web, closing its long, hairy legs around the 
Black Knight, and lifted him up. His sword landed with a 
clatter on the ground. 


“So long, Black Knight!” declared Shor as he was lifted 
up into the darkness, screaming all the way. Suddenly, the 
Wonder Sword lit up again. Yanky raised the sword to 
illuminate the vast web. 


“Ewww!” cried Menachem. The giant spider had 
dropped the knight onto the massive web, where he was 
entangled, thrashing around trying to break free, and more 
spiders were crawling toward him. 


“Let us not watch the spiders have a meal,” said Shor, 
leading them forward, the Black Knight’s screams echoing 
behind them. Up ahead, double doors came into view. 
Familiar double doors. 


“And here we are,” said Shor. On either door was 
engraved a symbol of a punching fist, both of them facing 
each other. Yanky pushed on the doors, which did not 
budge. “These doors are locked!” 


“And here is the key!” said Shor, taking it out of his 
pocket. He stuck it in the keyhole and turned it, and with a 
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loud click, the doors came unlocked. Shor looked at Yanky. 
“This chamber is a cursed chamber,” he said. “And only 
one can enter.” 


“Why is that?” said Yanky. 


“There is a terrible creature in there. And it senses when 
more than one person enters.” 


Yanky winced. 


“Nu, so what do we have weapons for?” said 
Menachem. 


“Whatever's in there, we'll fight it!” declared Asher. 


Shor shook his head. “I told you boys, you must listen to 
me. Now, Yaakov.” He placed a hand on his shoulder, 
looking at him intently. “Have no fear, Yaakov,” he said. 
“Have no fear at all! There is only One who you must 
fear.” 


“Hashem,” said Yanky. 


“Right you are. Now, we will wait for you out here. 
Good luck, Yaakov.” 


Yanky pushed the double doors open, and stepped into 
the chamber, upon a platform of rock overlooking a great 
pool of lava. A trail of flat boulders went through the lava 
- up to a small island, on which was a stone plinth, upon 
which sat a large green emerald. The large green emerald. 
The Imperial Stone. The King of the Emeralds. 


Yanky looked all around the chamber; there was nothing 
but lava. Where was the terrible creature? 
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“Well,” said Yanky to himself, sheathing his sword. 
“Whatever this creature is, maybe I'll be lucky enough not 
to see it.” He jumped from the stone platform onto a flat 
boulder. He winced at the intense heat rising up all around 
him. Then he jumped to the next boulder. And the next, 
and the next and the next. There was a considerable gap 
between the last boulder and the island. Yanky was 
seriously sweating. He closed his eyes, opened them, and 
with determination jumped - and yelped as his feet landed 
right on the edge, and his eyes went wide - and for a brief 
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second, he had lost his balance and felt himself about to 
tumble backwards! But somehow, he propelled himself 
forward and landed down at the base of the stone plinth. 
“Oof!” He got to his feet, and smiled. “Finally!” he said to 
himself. “The King of the Emeralds is mine once again!” 
He placed his hands on the emerald, lifting it off the 
plinth. He turned around, and was about to start back 
across the path of boulders, when he screamed: It looked 
like a gigantic winged creature with horns, wings and a 
long tail - only it was made of fire! The great fiery thing 
swept upon Yanky, and he was engulfed in flames! Then, 
everything was gone. 
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Chapter 9 


13 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


Esty and Leora woke up shivering in the back of the 
truck they had been transported in all through the night. 
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“Tm sore all over,” moaned Leora, sitting up. The ride 
was so bumpy. Esty wasn’t sure how she was able to sleep. 


“Im so cold, I don’t care if I’m sore,” she said. 


“That Tammy,” said Leora, shaking her head. “I thought 
we were rid of her. Once and for all. I truly did.” 


“I wonder if Lucifer might try and rescue us,” said Esty. 
“Why should he?” said Leora. 
“He did before... maybe he’ll rescue us again.” 


“I wouldn’t get my hopes up,” said Leora. “He just 
wanted company. That's all.” 


Esty sighed. “Well, I am happy we accomplished 
something good - we drew Lucifer IX away from his base. 
I hope that Fitche Balmont’s plan works out.” 


“Amen!” said Leora. 
They looked at each other. 


“Esty,” said Leora. “You have truly saved my life. If not 
for you, I'd still be a prisoner of Tammy.” 
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Esty lowered her eyes. “If not for me, you’d never have 
been her prisoner in the first place.” 


“But you foresaw what would happen, Esty,” said 
Leora. “Deep in your heart, you knew you'd realize the 
truth in the end.” 


“What do you mean?” asked Esty. 


“Remember, Esty, on the day that we first met, at my 
going away party, you gave that speech on my behalf. I 
remember, word for word what you said. 


“You said, ‘Something that binds all of us together, that 
binds the whole world together, is that we all want to do 
the right thing, always. But we make mistakes. When we 
look at things, we see the outer appearance of things. But it 
takes inner sight to see the inner meaning of things, and 
sometimes we get blindsighted - we focus on the exterior - 
and we don’t see what lays beneath the surface.” 


Esty stared at her. “Wow. You have a good memory.” 
Since then, she had never really thought about her speech. 
But now... her words came back to her. 


“This can cause us to make errors in judgment,” Esty 
quoted herself slowly. “To make assumptions about 
situations and people that can be untrue - and then, if we 
go forward and act upon these misplaced judgments, sad 
things can happen that we could have avoided... had we 
stepped back and thought deeper - had we looked beyond 
the surface of things, and focused on looking at the truth.” 
Her eyes filled with tears. 


“Then you praised me, Esty,” said Leora. “You said that 
I’m one to look beyond the surface of things, always.” 
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“If you are one who has been mistrusted,” Esty went on, 
“who has suffered being judged the wrong way - then 
Leora is just the kind of friend you would want to have.” 


They looked at each other. “I wish I were that kind of 
friend too,” said Esty. 


“But I made the same mistake as you,” said Leora. “I 
also did not judge you favorably.” She sighed. “After what 
happened, and I was locked in the palace infirmary, I 
thought that it was the end of our friendship. That you 
would never look back. And I was wrong.” 


“If I were in your shoes though,” said Esty, “Td 
probably have thought the same thing.” 


“And if I were in your shoes,” said Leora. “After the 
way Tammy twisted all the facts... I probably would have 
done as you did.” 


Esty bit her lip. “The craziest thing is... I realize now, 
you simply can’t believe lashon harah from anyone. Even if 
it’s your own family member. You cannot just blindly 
believe whatever you hear. It doesn’t matter if it’s your 
brother or sister... it doesn’t matter if it’s your own son and 
daughter. You can never, ever make the calculation to 
yourself, ‘He or she would never lie to me.” You have to 
put your own personal biases aside and look at the 
situation from an objective point of view - actually 
investigate the facts, and find out what the truth is.” 


Leora looked at Esty intently. “I want to share with you 
something,” she said, “that I’ve never shared with anyone 
before. 


“When I was little, my caretaker, Dianne would bring 
me to the playground. There was a young man there... 
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well, actually he was more like an older teenager... but to 
me he looked like a man. He would come to the 
playground, sit on a bench and read the newspaper. Other 
times he didn’t have a newspaper. He would just come 
there, sit down... and he would watch the children play. 


“Dianne sometimes left me at the playground and went 
to do some errands and came back to get me. It happened 
one day that I was swinging, and fell off and hurt myself, 
and started to cry. The next thing I knew... this man was by 
my side. He brought me to the water fountain and cleaned 
the cut and gave me a band-aid. And then he gave me a 
candy to make me feel better. 


“Since then, whenever I was at the playground, this man 
would say hi to me, and he always had a treat for me. He 
asked me a lot of questions about myself. My name... 
where I lived.... 


“And then one day, he came to my door. I was alone at 
home... Dianne was out. He gave me a candy, and asked if 
he could come in and talk with me. I didn’t know better... I 
let him in. And he talked with me... and he asked to see my 
bedroom. And then... and then...” Leora breathed heavily. 


Esty had a lump in her throat. Leora was silent for a 
moment, and then she said, “He did something terrible to 
me. I was very little... he manipulated me, and... he hurt 
me. He hurt me.” She choked over her words. “And it... it 
wasn’t a one time thing. He came back several times since. 
I think he was spying on me... watching, to see when I 
would be alone.” 


She fell silent again... and Esty did not know what to 
say. She never imagined anyone would do this kind of 
thing to Leora. 
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“It was about a year later... somehow, I found my 
courage, and I told Dianne. I told her about this man, and 
what he had been doing to me. It was hard... it was so hard 
to tell her. I was sobbing, I could barely get the words out. 
Dianne... she did her best to comfort me.” By now Leora’s 
eyes were wet with tears. “Dianne, she took me to the 
police station. And I spoke with the police. I told them 
everything.” She looked at Esty, tears rolling down her 
face. “I never found out what happened. I asked Dianne... 
several times, but she didn’t answer me. She only looked 
sad and frustrated. 


“But on the day of my going away party - on that day, 
Esty, I saw him. He was roaming free.” 


“This man,” said Esty slowly, “did he wear a muscle 
shirt, and did he have tattoos?” 


Leora stared at her, her wet eyes wide. “Yes. That's 
right. How did you know?” 


“When Roovy and I were lost that day,” said Esty, “we 
ran into this man. He offered us a lift. Roovy was scared, 
and he ran.” 


“Wow,” said Leora. She sighed deeply, wiping her tears. 
“The police didn’t believe me. And I always swore to 
myself, if any child ever told me about being hurt by 
someone... I would believe the child.” 


They both looked at each other in silence. 


“I wonder if there’s any solution,” said Esty. She had 
never contemplated such a dilemma before, ever. Leora 
was hurt when she was a child, she wasn’t believed. Roovy 
- well, he was hurt - but he pointed fingers at the wrong 
person. Because he was threatened by the true perpetrator. 
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“My father,” said Esty, “has always said that he believes 
hundreds and hundreds of innocent people are in jail. For 
all kinds of terrible things. And for every innocent person 
who’s in jail... there is a guilty person walking free.” 


“You can’t just believe whatever you hear,” said Leora. 
“At the same time... when you hear something, you have 
to investigate the facts. Maybe that’s why the world is such 
a mess... people go to either extreme. Either they blindly 
believe an accusation against another without doing any 
investigation, or they don’t believe the accusation, but 
don’t bother to do any investigation either.” 


“It’s all in the Torah,” said Esty. “The Torah is so 
amazing and so awesome.... The Torah is everything. 
Everything is in the Torah. Everything. The Torah says, 
‘Then you shall inquire, investigate, and ask thoroughly, 
and, behold, it is true, the matter is certain, that such 
abomination has been committed in your midst.’ This is 
written in the book of Devarim.” 


“You can always find out what is true and what is not 
when you do investigation,” said Leora. 


Just then, the truck came to an abrupt halt, sending the 
two girls sliding against the wall. “Whoa! Ow!” 


“Ha ha ha ha ha!” 


The back of the truck opened, and both girls had to 
shield their eyes from the bright sunlight. 


“Guess what, girlies?” rasped the ugly Iron Fist guard. 
“We have arrived at our destination: The Division of 
Arcane Scientific Experimentation. Now, which one of you 
is Esty?” 
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Neither of them said a word. 


“I SAID, WHICH ONE OF YOU IS ESTY!?!” bellowed 
the guard. “Don’t make me beat you two.” 


“Me,” said Esty. 
“Good. Now both of you, get out of the truck already!” 


Esty and Leora climbed out and were put in cuffs. 
Another guard, who had a huge scar across his face, leered 
at Esty. “Lucky you!” he rasped. “The Borg Witch wants to 
see you!” 


“Whoop-a-dee-doo!” said Esty sardonically, but her 
heart was now pounding. The truck had parked before a 
large complex of dark, sinister looking buildings, countless 
smoke stacks sticking up from the jaunty rooftops emitting 
tons of black smog. 


“See you later, Esty!” said Leora as the two girls were 
led off in different directions. 


“We'll escape together!” said Esty. 


“Fat chance!” shouted the guard leading her. “It would 
take a miracle from your god for that to happen. And 
where is your god?” 


“Everywhere!” said Esty. 
“Nowhere!” boomed the guard. 
He led Esty through the entrance of a stone building. 


“Well, who do we have here?” asked an extremely fat 
Iron Fister sitting behind a desk smoking. 
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“This girl has been called for by the Borg Witch,” said 
the guard. 


“TIl have to stamp your wrist,” said the fat man. The 
guard seized her arm, holding it out, and the fat man 
pressed a stamp to her wrist, leaving a red symbol of the 
Iron Fist and a code number. 


“What's the point of that?” asked Esty. 


“Don’t ask us dumb questions,” said the Fat Man, 
blowing smoke into her face. He pushed a button on his 
desk and a steel door on the side unlocked. 


There were loud growls as the guard led Esty through 
the door into a long corridor lined with cages on either 
side. Esty gasped: In each cage was a gorilla! 


“Guess what these beasts are for?” cackled the guard. 
Some gorillas were just sitting there on the floor of the 
cage, others were prowling around, others were looking 
out of the cage as they passed by. “They’re for brain 
transplants. All of the Jews here are going to undergo the 
transplants. Their brains will be removed from their skulls, 
as will the gorillas’ brains - and they will be swapped. 
Then all the Jews will be gorilla soldiers, at the command 
of us Iron Fisters!” 


“That's insane!” shouted Esty. 


“Don’t you worry, pretty girl,” the guard said to her. 
“We will put your brain in a very good looking gorilla to 
suit you.” He laughed loudly, as if he had just said 
something absolutely hilarious. 


Just then they passed by a gorilla that let out a blood- 
curdling roar. 
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“Ah, shaddap, you big hairy ape!” rasped the guard, 
pulling out a metal bar from his belt, and he struck the 


gorilla on the head. 


“Ah ha ha ha ha!” laughed the guard. 


They reached a door, and the guard unshackled her. 
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“Go in,” he said. “And wait for the Borg Witch to call 


you.” 

Relieved to get away from the foul guard (who smelled 
just about as bad as the gorillas), Esty pushed the door 
open, entering a small room that almost seemed like a 
waiting room at a doctor's office. There was a sofa and a 
small table with several books on it. She looked toward a 
scarlet curtain - and there was suddenly a high-pitched 
cackle. Esty peeked behind the curtain to see the Borg 
Witch. The chamber was dark, illuminated only by 
candles. The Borg Witch was stirring a large, sizzling 
cauldron. 


“Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble,” she chanted. “Fire 
burn and cauldron bubble!” She suddenly looked up, and 
cackled. “I know you're there, deary,” she said in a sing- 
song voice. “I can smell you!” 


Esty entered, trying not to look afraid. But she was. 
“It is so good to see you again,” cooed the witch. 
“What do you want from me?” said Esty. 


“It's come to my attention,” said the Borg Witch, “that 
you are from the future, deary. You have time traveled 
back from the year 2013.” 


“Indeed I have,” said Esty. “But how did you kn-” 


“Which means,” said the Borg Witch, “there are still 
Jews in the year 2013! Which means that we will have lost 
the war!” 


“That's right!” said Esty. “You cannot win!” 
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“Ahh, but we are going to change the future!” cackled 
the Borg Witch. “I am assisting Lucifer IX in using the 
Imperial Stone to raise an army of dead soldiers - Jewish 
dead soldiers, who will fight at our command!” 


Esty’s eyes went wide. 


“Ahhhh, yes, my pretty,” cackled the Borg Witch. “You 
were expecting that Fitche Balmont would be stealing the 
Imperial Stone to give to our mortal enemy, Aryeh the 
White Lion! Ah, that Fitche Balmont. He is certainly a 
naughty boy. But I caught him in the act, and took care of 
him!” 


“What did you do to him?” cried Esty. 


Just then, there was a loud croak, and Esty looked 
around to see on a small table a cage with a toad inside. 
She looked at the Borg Witch, who cackled. 


“Yes, I have turned him into a toad!” she said 
dramatically. “Hee hee hee!” 


“I don’t believe you!” cried Esty. 


“You do not believe in my magic then, deary?” said the 
Borg Witch. 


“No,” said Esty. “Because your magic is kelipah. It comes 
from the forces of evil. And evil can never win.” 


“You are very naive, my pretty,” said the Borg Witch. “I 
am a descendant of Cognam the Cruel, Emperor of the 
Simians. His secrets of black magic have been passed on 
from generation to generation. I have unlocked some 
secrets of my own - and passed them down to my dear 
son, Maalib.” She gestured to a picture on the wall of a 
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young bearded man in a black cloak. “Ahh, I am so proud 
of my boy. He is currently studying in a magical academy 
on the Isle of Megalomania.” 


The toad croaked again. 


“Poor Fitche Balmont,” said the Borg Witch. “He wants 
to turn back to human form.” 


“Turn him back!” shouted Esty. 


“There is only one way to turn him back,” said the Borg 
Witch. “To give him a kiss.” Esty stared at the Borg Witch, 
then looked at the toad. 


“Yes, that is the only way,” said the Borg Witch. “But I 
see through you, deary. You are a very clean girly, who 
would never so much as touch a toad.” 


“Im turning him back!” said Esty. She lifted open the 
cage, and took the toad in her hands. She hesitated a 
moment. But she had to do this. It was the only way to 
turn Fitche Balmont back to human form. She lifted the 
toad to her lips, and kissed it. The toad just let out another 
croak, and jumped from her hands. 


“Hee hee hee hee hee!!!” laughed the Borg Witch. “You 
foolish little girly! It was just an ordinary toad!” 


“Why you!” shouted Esty. 


“Oooo, your face is turning pink. You are such a cutie 
when you are angry, deary,” cackled the witch. 


“Where's Fitche Balmont?” demanded Esty. 
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“Oh, he is about to undergo our first experiment!” said 
the Borg Witch. “To have his brain removed, and replaced 
with the brain of a gorilla!” 


“You can’t do that!” 


“Actually, we can. And guess what, my pretty? You are 
about to undergo an experiment too.” At these words the 
cauldron hissed and a great deal of steam rose from 
within. The Borg Witch stuck a ladle into the cauldron, 
lifting it. The green liquid within bubbled in a sinister way. 
“I have concocted a potion that will make you willingly do 
as I command you.” 


“Why do you want to do that?” cried Esty, backing 
away. 


“Because the Imperial Stone will only work for a Jew,” 
said the Borg Witch. “But in order to activate the power of 
the stone, a Jew needs to want to do it. Therefore you are 
going to drink this potion, and then, you shall take 
possession of the Imperial Stone, and unleash its 
tremendous power!” 


“No way!” cried Esty, and she ran back through the 
curtain - when the next second, she screamed as the 
curtain wrapped around her. 


“You are not going anywhere, my pretty!” declared the 
Borg Witch as Esty struggled against the curtain. She was 
flung away from it, landing down at the base of the 
cauldron. 


“Get to your feet,” said the Borg Witch. “And drink the 
potion.” She held the ladle out to Esty. 
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“No!” cried Esty, scrambling to her feet and backing 
away again. “I’m not drinking that!” 


“Tm afraid you have no choice, my pretty,” said the 
witch, advancing on her. “No choice at all.” 


Suddenly- 


had come down, and there was- 
“Mustard Flunker!” gasped Esty. 


“Superhero extraordinaire!” said Mustard Flunker, 
flexing. “I have come to save you, Esty!” 


“Why you!” screamed the Borg Witch. “You get out of 
here, or I'll turn you into a spider!” 
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“Oh, hush up, you ugly old hag!” said the superhero. He 
held out his fist and shot mustard into the Borg Witch’s 
face. 


“Aurgh!!!” she stumbled backwards - and fell over, 
right into her cauldron of witches’ brew! 


great deal of green steam came shooting out of the 
cauldron as she flailed wildly. “You idiot!” she wailed. 
“Look what you've done! I’m melting! Melting!!!” The 
steam cleared, and all they could see now was the Borg 
Witch’s black hat and robes. 


“Well now, I guess that’s the end of her!” chirped 
Mustard Flunker. 
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“Mustard Flunker!” cried Esty. “How did you get here?” 


“Glad to see you too, Esty!” said Mustard Flunker. 
“Now let's scram!” 
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“Leora’s here too!” said Esty as they headed out of the 
broken wall. “We must save her!” 


“Leora! Haw!” declared Mustard Flunker. “You mean 
that mental psychopath who tortures little children? We 
can do without her!” 


“NO!” shouted Esty. 
“What's the matter?” asked the superhero. 


“It’s all lies!” shouted Esty. “Everything that’s been said 
about Leora is a complete lie! She’s innocent!” 


“Well, why didn’t you say so in the first place?” said 
Mustard Flunker. “Come on, let’s go save her!” 


But the next thing they knew, gunshots were fired. They 
spun around. 


“Don’t you move!” shouted an Iron Fist guard, he and 
another running over to them, holding out rifles. 


“Haw!” guffawed Mustard Flunker. “You scoundrels 
don’t want to mess with me, the great Mustard Flunker, 
superhero extraordinaire!” 


“What's going on here?” 


They looked to see Lucifer IX approaching, flanked by 
over a dozen guards, all aiming their rifles at them. The 
next moment, Esty and Mustard Flunker were surrounded. 


“Who are you, you clown?” Lucifer IX addressed 
Mustard Flunker. “And why are you wearing your 
underwear on the outside of your pants?” 
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“Exuuuuuuse me!” said the superhero indignantly. “I 
believe the word you're searching for is “superhero!’ And 
all superheros wear their underwear on the outside! 
Anyway, I would advise you and your cronies to get away 
from us right now! I am the great Mustard Flunker, the 
bravest superhero since Mighty Mouse!” 


“Ah, I see, so you are a raving lunatic!” said Lucifer IX. 
Then his eyes fell on Esty. “Ahhh, and you, Esty. So good 
to see you again.” He stepped forward, until he was 
looming over her. “You dare seduce my son, do you?” 


“I don’t care for your son!” said Esty. 


“You'll not care for anything soon enough!” said Lucifer. 
“For you'll be dead. But first, since you’ve given us so 
much trouble, we shall take you to watch the fun. You will 
now behold our gorilla soldier experiment.” 


“Hey, back off, you muck sucker!” said Mustard 
Flunker, holding out his fist. “Or I shall smite you hip and 
thigh!” But the next second- “Muffins!” A bunch of guards 
had tackled him to the ground. 


“Hey! No one messes with the great Mustard Flunker!” 
he exclaimed as he struggled against them. “The great 
Mustard Flunker has the strength of a million mortal men- 
oof!” They chained his wrists together. 


“Gag him too!” hissed Lucifer. “I am sick of hearing his 
insufferably stupid ramblings.” 

“Ermph!” exclaimed Mustard Flunker as they tied a 
cloth around his mouth. 
“Okay now!” said Lucifer, smacking his hands together 
in glee. “To the laboratory!” 
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Esty was shackled once again, and she and Mustard 
Flunker (continually trying to talk despite his gag), were 
led into the largest building in the complex. 


“Behold!” said Lucifer as they came upon a balcony 
overlooking a laboratory filled with humming machines 
and complicated equipment and a bunch of men in white. 
They all gathered together, and declared, “Hail Lucifer!” 
saluting stiffly. 


“Are we ready for our first experiment, Dr. 
Screwloose?” Lucifer addressed a tall, thin scientist with a 
really weird hairdo. 


“We are indeed, O Lucifer the Great!” said Dr. 
Screwloose. 


“Huh. That must be Dr. Screwloose’s father,” thought 
Esty. “Too bad his son will look like even more of an 
idiot.” 


Double doors opened up, and a bunch of burly guards 
wheeled in a cage with a growling gorilla inside. 


“You will be very interested to see who is undergoing 
the first transplant!” Lucifer IX cackled at Esty. 


“T already know. Fitche Balmont,” said Esty. 


“Oh, him?” said Lucifer IX. “Meh, he resisted too much, 
so he ended up taking a bullet to the head.” 


“What?!” 


Then Esty gasped to see a shackled Leora being led into 
the laboratory. 


“Leora!” Esty cried. 
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“Esty!” cried Leora. 


“Now is the time to say goodbye to your dear friend,” 
said Lucifer IX. “Within an hour, she shall no longer be 
human.” 


“No!!!” shouted Esty as Leora was forced down onto an 
operating table, her arms and legs strapped down. 


“Leora’s and the gorilla’s heads shall presently be cut 
open,” said Lucifer, “and their brains removed from their 
skulls, and swapped. And then Leora shall be our first 
gorilla soldier; and the gorilla? Why the gorilla shall be 
human!” 


took out a syringe, touching it to Leora’s neck. 


Just then, the door behind them burst open, and several 
men - Jewish men, with yamulkehs, beards and tzitzis 
burst in, aiming guns at Lucifer. 


“We are the Shomer Achi Anochi Team!” declared one 
of them. “And this party is over!” 


“What? No!” cried Lucifer IX. The next second, a Glock 
was pressed to his temple. 


“Command your scientists to stop this experiment!” 


“Stop! Stop the experiment!” cried Lucifer IX, and the 
scientists looked up, stunned. Just then the double doors of 
the laboratory came crashing down, and a white-bearded 
man in a long white coat on a white horse charged in - 
holding up a sword in one hand and a gun in the other. He 
was followed by more Jews, both on foot and on steeds, all 
armed with guns. 
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“Tam Aryeh the White Lion!” he declared. “And we are 
the Shomer Achi Anochi Team!” 


“Hooray!” cried Esty, clapping. 


“Outrageous!” fumed Lucifer IX. “How did you find our 
secret base?” 


“We received inside help, Lucifer!” declared Aryeh the 
White Lion. “Now, Lucifer, where is the Imperial Stone?” 


“You shall never have the Imperial Stone!” said Lucifer. 
So saying, he reached into a pocket in his robe and took 
out the shimmering emerald. 


“We have you!” said Aryeh. “And so we have the 
Imperial Stone!” 


“That's what you think!” said Lucifer, putting the stone 
back in his pocket. “If I were you, I'd forget the Imperial 
Stone!” he shouted. In a flash, he grabbed Esty, who 
screamed - and the next second, she was dangling upside- 
down over the edge of the balcony, Lucifer holding her by 
the ankles. “All of you, leave me now, or I will drop this 
Jewish girl to her doom!” 


“Let her go, or I will kill you!” shouted the Jew with the 
Glock. 


“Bad choice of words!” said Lucifer and let go of Esty. 


a flash. Someone caught her, and they both fell to the floor. 


“Lucifer X!” gasped Esty. They got to their feet and 
looked up - and dodged out of the way as the Jew with the 
Glock crashed down. 
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“He's getting away!” cried Esty. The Shomer Achi 
Anochi Team members fired up at the balcony, but Lucifer 
IX and his guards had overpowered the Jews and were 
fleeing. The next moment, Iron Fisters burst through the 
double doors and starting firing. 


“We must get away!” said Lucifer. “Come on, Esty!” 


“But wait! Leora!” cried Esty. They ran up to the 
operating table. Leora had fallen unconscious due to the 
injection. Just then, Dr. Screwloose blocked their way, and 
drew out a pistol. “You children are not going anywhere!” 
he said. 


“Yah!” Lucifer tried to grab the pistol from him, and 
they wrestled with it - while all around them chaos and 
pandemonium ensured, bullets flying everywhere. 


“Mustard Flunker to the rescue!” 


A freed Mustard Flunker swooped down, and gave Dr. 
Screwloose a great kick which sent him stumbling against 
a table covered in syringes, which flipped over - and the 
scientist screamed as he landed on the floor, tons of 
syringes raining down upon him. 


“Tve got her!” said Mustard Flunker, lifting Leora. “You 
escape, Esty!” 


Dodging whizzing bullets, Esty and Lucifer ran for the 
exit. This marked the third time that Esty was caught in a 
shooting spree. 


“I have a horse!” said Lucifer as they ran across the 
grounds. “Let's flee to the forest!” 
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“You helped the Shomer Achi Anochi Team get here, 
didn’t you?” said Esty. 


“That's right! It was the only way I could save you, 


Esty.” 


They reached a horse tethered to a tree, and Lucifer 
undid the rope and they climbed on, Lucifer taking the 
reigns. 


“Stop!” shouted a guard, running over, aiming a gun at 
them. 


“You can’t shoot me!” shouted Lucifer. “I’m Lucifer!” 


“You're a traitor!” declared the guard. “And I’m going 
to stop you!” 


“You have no time to stop me!” said Lucifer. “You’ve 
got a flight to catch!” With that he pulled the reigns and 
the horse reared and gave the guard a great kick sending 
him flying through the air. 


“Okay, let’s go!” They rode off across the grounds, 
nearing the high gate. 


“Can this horse jump the gate?” cried Esty. 


“Feathers can jump anything!” said Lucifer. With that, 
the horse gave a great leap over the gate, and they charged 
off, into the woods. 
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Chapter 10 


13 Kislev 5074 - 1313 


Yanky came to upon a windy mountaintop. He was 
upright, holding the emerald in his hands - but he could 
not move at all. He was completely paralyzed. How then 
was he standing? 


“This is crazy!” thought Yanky, trying really hard to 
move. He could not even so much as blink. At the same 
time, it did not tire him to just stand there... and stand 
there. He noticed in the distance a trapdoor in the ground. 


Suddenly, the trapdoor opened and an ugly long-haired 
barbarian climbed out. 


“Well, well, well, what have we here?” said the 
barbarian, stepping up to Yanky. 


“It's the Imperial Stone!” declared another barbarian 
with a shiny-bladed axe as he rose from the trapdoor. 


“The King of the Emeralds?” exclaimed the barbarian in 
front of Yanky. “Amazing!” He placed his gnarly hands on 


emerald, shocking the barbarian and he fell backwards. 


“You fool!” hissed his comrade. “You can’t just take the 
stone like that!” He raised his axe over Yanky - and Yanky 
was stunned to see his reflection in the shiny blade: He 
was a stone statue! The barbarian chopped the axe down - 
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and upon impact, the blade flew off its handle - chopping 
off the head of the other barbarian. 


“What is going on here?” 


More Simians were emerging from the trapdoor. One of 
them casually kicked aside the severed head as they 
advanced forward. 


Just then, there was a great squawk - and from out of 
the dark sky swooped a gigantic bird of prey, a huge, 
hideous barbarian in armor riding on its back. His face was 
green and his eyes were bright red. 


“All hail Cognam the Cruel!” declared the Simians. 


“What is going on here?” boomed Cognam the Cruel. 
Yanky had never heard a more sinister voice, ever. The 
gigantic bird squawked again as he got off. Yanky 
suddenly realized what this great bird must be - the Great 
Falcon! 


“What is this oversized raccoon statue here?” declared 
Cognam, stepping up to Yanky. “And what is this emerald 
its holding?” 


“It’s the King of the Emeralds!” declared several Simians 
together. 


“Hell right it is!” boomed Cognam. “Someone bring a 
hammer and chisel! Now!” 


A barbarian who looked particularly scrawny came 
forward, cackling, holding out a wooden hammer and 
chisel. 


“Uh-oh!” thought Yanky. 
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“Break this raccoon statue!” 


The barbarian placed the chisel on Yanky’s chest, and 
banged. Yanky felt no pain. No pain whatsoever. For the 
better part of a half hour the Simian chiseled away at 
Yanky, until there was a great crack, and dust and rock 
started to fall from him. 


“He’s breaking up!” he declared. 


The next moment Yanky fell to the ground, coughing, 
swirling dust and rock all around him; he held onto the 
King of the Emeralds. 
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“Get up!” boomed Cognam the Cruel. Yanky rose to his 
feet to face the sneering barbarian emperor. 


“With that silly raccoon suit, you must be the leader of 
the Freedom Fighters!” sneered Cognam. 


“With that disgusting green face, you must be a freak!” 
said Yanky. 


“Why you!” hissed Cognam, and he bared his rotten 
yellow teeth in anger. “I see you have no fear of me.” 


“You got that right!” 


“Nevertheless, you will kneel before me, and present me 
with the King of the Emeralds!” 
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“Not a chance!” said Yanky, and he turned and ran for 
it. Just then, an arrow whooshed right past him and he 
froze, turning around. Cognam strode toward him, the 
Simians following, some of them holding up crossbows. 
“You cannot escape me!” boomed Cognam. “Now tell me, 
what is your name?” 


“My name is Yaakov,” he said. “And I am the 
Lamplighter. I have the power of G-d on my side.” 


“The power of god?” sneered Cognam. “What god is 
this that you speak of?” 


“I am referring to the G-d of Avraham, Yitzchak and 
Yaakov,” said Yanky. “The one and only G-d, who gave 
His Chosen People the Torah at Mount Sinai.” 


“Oh, that god!” said Cognam. “Ha ha ha ha ha!” he 
laughed most hideously indeed, and the rest of the 
Simians laughed along with him. 
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“Go ahead and laugh!” said Yanky. “G-d is on my side, 
and you will lose, and I know this for a fact. Because I 
know what's going to happen in the future. It doesn’t 
matter what you do; you are doomed to defeat - for I shall 
win!” 


Cognam abruptly stopped laughing, and growled. 
“There is one who is greater than your god!” he rasped. 
“And it is the Evil One, Cursed be He. I serve the Evil One, 
and he is on my side! And I shall defeat your god!” 


“That's a bunch of nonsense!” said Yanky. “There is no 
one as mighty as G-d - and as a matter of fact, G-d is 
everything. Evil does not truly exist. Evil is only an 
illusion.” 


“Not the Evil One, Cursed be He!” rasped Cognam. 
“Who's that?” 


“You wouldn’t want to know,” rasped Cognam. “For if 
you knew who the Evil One was, you would be so 
terrified, you would die of fright.” 


“I seriously doubt that,” said Yanky. 


“Give me the King of the Emeralds,” declared Cognam. 
He held out his clawed hand. “Give it to me now!” 
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“Nothing doing!” said Yanky. 
“Then you shall die!” shouted Cognam. 


“You shall die!” said Yanky. “Once again, I am Yaakov 
the Lamplighter. And before me, you have no power!” 
With that, he raised the stone - and it shone bright. 
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“Whoa!” Cognam and the rest of the Simians stepped 
back, shielding their faces from the immense green light. 


Just then there was a great squawk - the squawk of the 
Great Falcon! 


“Hey!” exclaimed Cognam. Asher and Menachem were 
on its back, and they flew up, soaring over the crowd of 
Simians, many of them ducking, and touched down in 
front of Yanky. 


“Yaakov! You've got the King of the Emeralds! Hooray!” 
cried Asher, shooting his fists in the air. 


“You brats! Get off the Great Falcon!” declared Cognam 
the Cruel. “The Great Falcon is mine!” 


“It’s ours now!” said Yanky. 


“Shoot them!!!” shouted Cognam as Yanky, still holding 
out the shimmering stone, got onto the back of the Great 
Falcon behind Menachem. 


“Let’s go!” cried Asher, and the Great Falcon flapped its 
mighty wings; the wind generated by the winds sent 
several Simians crashing down. 


“Shoot them!!!” 


The Simians shot their bows blindly - and the arrows 
missed them by far. 


“Yee-haa!!!” cried Asher as they flew up, up into the 
night sky. 


“But wait!” said Yanky. “What about Yosef Shor?” 
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“Ahh, it’s a long story,” said Menachem. “We were 
waiting outside the doors for you - and then that fiery 
creature burst from the chamber, and we saw you within 
it. Then in a great whirl of smoke, the fiery creature was 
gone, and so were you. We tried to find you - and we 
searched all throughout the mines. And then, we came 
upon a chamber that was filled with humongous mounds 
of gold coins.” 


“Something came upon Yosef Shor,” said Asher. “Some 
kind of spell. He suddenly lost interest in our mission, and 
started gathering gold coins, and then-” 


“He started to change,” said Menachem. “He was 
growing hair all over... and he grew horns and a tail!” 


“So he became the Taurus,” said Yanky grimly. Of 
course he knew that was going to happen... since he had 
first met Yosef Shor as the Taurus in the future. 


“The Taurus?” echoed Asher. “He became an ox!” 


“We were so scared out of our wits that we ran for it!” 
said Menachem. “In the end we were chased by Simian 
guards, but we followed the map through a maze of 
passageways, and we wound up on the mountaintop.” 


“Yosef Shor will be alright,” said Yanky. 
“How do you know?” said Menachem. 


“T just know,” said Yanky. “We must not waste any time 
now. As soon as we get back to our base, we must plan our 
attack against Cognam the Cruel and the Simiams - and 
liberate Krystalice!” 


Just then, there was a great explosion behind them. 
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They looked around to see a great fireball in the dark 
night sky. 


“What in the world-” Menachem started to say- but his 
words were drowned out by a blood curdling roar that 
rang through their ears, and the next moment the fireball 
had formulated once again into that great fiery winged 
monster! 


“Oh no!” cried Asher. “Great Falcon!” he cried 
frantically. “Fly faster! Faster!” With another terrifying 
roar, the great flaming creature flapped its fiery wings, 
whooshing straight at them. The Great Falcon let out a 
mighty squawk and dove downward and the fiery 
monster flew past them up above. But then it circled 
downward toward them. 


“Whoa!!!” 


The Great Falcon squawked again as it dove further - 
and down below, they could see the waves of the sea. 


Just then- 


“Ahhhhh!!!” The fire monster whooshed past them in a 
blur, and with a scream Menachem fell down from the 
falcon; Yanky grabbed his hand just in the nick of time - 
but he was pulled off together with Menachem, and they 
plummeted down towards the sea! 


SPLOOSH! 


Yanky sank below the freezing water, down, down, 
down, and hit the sandy bottom. He swam up through the 
black water, finally emerging at the surface with a gasp, 
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and he gazed up at the starry sky, seeing nothing - when 
suddenly he felt heat on the back of his neck! He turned 
himself around and screamed as he was surrounded by 
fire, and he dove underneath the water - and the water lit 
up in red, and despite himself he opened his eyes under 
the water - to see fire swirling around him though the water. It 
was so bizarre - and there was another great roar as the 
swirling fire shrank, and finally was gone. Yanky pushed 
up, emerging at the surface again. 


The fire monster had drowned, extinguishing itself. 
“Yaakov! Help!” 


He looked to see Menachem struggling in the water. “I 
can’t swim! Help me!” 


Yanky swam over to him, reaching him just as 
Menachem sank below the water, and Yanky dove down 
and grabbed his hand, and pulled him up. He paddled 
with his free arm - but fortunately the tide was helping 
him. Within several minutes, they got to the shore, and as 
the water became shallow, Menachem slumped down; but 
Yanky lifted him up, placing his arm around his shoulder. 
Menachem seemed barely conscious. As soon as they got 
to the sand, Menachem slumped down again. 


“Are you alright?” said Yanky, kneeling over him. 


“Tm... fine...” whispered Menachem weakly. “I’m okay... 
where is Asher?” Yanky got to his feet and looked all 
around. 


Suddenly, he heard a very strange noise and gazed into 
the distance - and there, out on the dark horizon, he could 
just barely make out the outline of- 
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“The sea serpent!” Yanky said aloud. A great, chilling 
hiss carried over the water towards the shore, and then the 
sea serpent lowered itself, disappearing below the surface 
of the water. 


“Hey you guys!” 


Yanky spun around as Asher landed down upon the 
Great Falcon. “What happened to you guys?” he 
dismounted the falcon and came over, looking down at 
Menachem. “Oh my gosh... is he okay?” 
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“Tm - fine!” sputtered Menachem, and he tried to get to 
his feet - but then he kneeled down and spit up water. 
“Ym okay!” he gasped as he finished, and Yanky helped 
him get to his feet. 


“I think that fiery creature is gone,” said Yanky. “It 
drowned.” 


“Baruch Hashem,” said Asher. 


“But I just saw another monster,” said Yanky. “A sea 
serpent.” 


“The sea serpent?” said Asher, staring at him. 
“Did you see it too?” 


“No,” said Asher quietly. “I have never seen it. I have 
only heard about the sea serpent in legend.” 


“Well, what's the legend?” 


“The sea serpent frequents the waters of the faraway 
island of Paramnesia,” said Asher. “And at any time when 
great evil is taking place in the world, it attracts the sea 
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serpent. But the sea serpent is not interested in feeding 
upon those who do good. Only those who do evil.” 


“Wowsers,” said Yanky. He gazed down the beach, 
towards the broken wreckage of ships he saw on his first 
day here in the past. 


The Great Falcon squawked, looking rather impatient. 


“We'd better ride the Great Falcon back to our base 
before it flies away,” said Asher. They got back on the 
Great Falcon - Yanky needed to help a weak Menachem 
on - and it flapped its mighty wings and soared off into 
the sky. Now that they were very wet, the rushing cold air 
made them shiver. 


They soon reached the forest, and Asher steered the 
Great Falcon over to the clearing, where several fires had 
been lit - and they landed down. 


“Hooray!” All the other children crowded around them. 


“The Great Falcon!” exclaimed Nissan, coming forward. 
“I don’t- I don’t believe it!” 


“You don’t need to be afraid of him!” chirped Asher. 
“Pet him! He’s mighty friendly!” Nissan hesitatingly 
stepped forward and reached out his hand - and the Great 
Falcon snapped its beak and he yelped, stumbling back. 
The Great Falcon let out a great squawk that echoed all 
around the clearing, and then it flapped its mighty wings, 
and all the children watched, mesmerized as it soared up, 
up and away. 


“Our mission has proven successful!” declared Yanky, 
holding out the Imperial Stone. “We have found the 
Imperial Stone - the King of the Emeralds!” He held it up - 
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and nothing happened. “Um...” he closed his eyes, and 
concentrated hard. But nothing happened. 


“Isn't the King of the Emeralds supposed to light up?” 
said Nissan, scratching his head. 


“Tt did light up!” said Menachem. “It lit up before!” 


Yanky was rather perturbed. “I... I don’t get it. It’s 
supposed to light up,” he said. “I don’t know why it isn’t 
now.” 


“Well, it doesn’t really matter right now!” said Nissan. 
“The point is, we now have the King of the Emeralds - and 
we have the power to defeat the entire Simian Army!” 


“Yay!!!” all the boys cheered, and then, they formed into 
a dance circle. 
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“Do not be in any doubt 

As to what we are all about. 

We have demonstrated today 
That there will be no need to pout! 
We are coming out to play 

And this will be a very fun day! 
Find out what we're all about! 
There will be no need to pout!” 


1” 


“Hey guys, we gotta get serious here!” said Yanky. 


“We'll turn this empire upside-down, 
Laugh at Cognam’s indignant frown. 
His surely humor is doubling, 

For he knows he’s about to drown 

In the waters of angst a-bubbling, 
And now the anxiety is troubling! 
Laugh at that indignant frown! 

The Simians are all going down! Hey 


(” 


They all shot out their fists, jumping into the air. 


“Hey guys, this chanting is all very well,” said Yanky. 
“But we gotta actually plan this all out, and get to it - 
saving the kingdom!” 


“Let us all go now to the Mines of Mediah, and attack 
the Simians!” cried Nissan. There were echoing cries of 


agreement. 


1” 


“No, that is not a good plan!” said Yanky. 
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“Why not?” 


“Because don’t forget, all those Jews are in the Mines of 
Mediah as well. If we make war there, many Jews may be 
hurt.” 


“Then let’s storm the castle!” declared Nissan. 


“That’s also not a good plan, for the royal family is 
there.” 


“Then what do you propose?” asked Nissan. 


“I was just about to say,” said Yanky. “I propose that we 
have patience - for my plan will require patience. In fact, it 
will likely take several months.” 


“Several months?” cried Nissan together with some of 
the other boys. 


“Indeed,” said Yanky. “But we will be guaranteed 
victory. What we must do is rebuild the great fleet of 
sunken battleships on the coast. We will draw the Simians 
in a great battle out at sea. And we will win - and then 
Cognam the Cruel and the Simians will indeed drown!” 
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Chapter 11 


14 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


“Tm worried about Leora,” said Esty. 


They had ridden through the woods for hours and 
hours, until night had fallen, and stopped next to a pond to 
rest. Lucifer was fanning the flames of the fire he had just 
lit, as his horse drank thirstily. “She’ll be fine,” he said. “I 
am sure she is with the Shomer Achi Anochi Team.” 


“I certainly hope so,” said Esty. But she still felt anxious. 


But why did she feel anxious? Of course Leora was 
alright. It was over for the League of the Iron Fist. They 
were finished. 


“Let’s eat something,” said Lucifer, opening his 
backpack and taking out some fruit. 


It was very chilly. Esty and Lucifer warmed themselves 
by the fire and partook of the fruit, Esty suddenly realizing 
how very hungry she was. Then Lucifer took out his 
harmonica, and played. Esty closed her eyes, enjoying the 
slow, moving melody. Then Lucifer played a fast, cheerful 
song. 


“What songs are these?” Esty asked him. 


“German folk songs,” said Lucifer. He looked at Esty. 
For a moment neither of them said anything. 
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“I don’t want to be an Iron Fister anymore,” said Lucifer. 
So saying, he removed the chain around his neck - the 
chain with the Iron Fist, and flung it into the fire. “I don’t 
agree with any of the philosophy of the League of the Iron 
Fist. It’s stupid. And I don’t think there’s anything wrong 
with Jews. In fact,” he added slowly, “I think the only 
reason that anyone could be anti-Semitic is because they're 
jealous.” 


“Jealous of what?” said Esty. 


“Jealous of your being the Chosen People,” said Lucifer. 
He looked at Esty meaningfully. “G-d created the world in 
seven days,” he said. “Before He created man, there were 
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only angels. But G-d was not satisfied with the angels. 
Because they didn’t have free will to choose between good 
and evil. 


“So G-d created human beings. G-d wanted to see if they 
would choose good over evil... or if they would succumb 
to evil. But unfortunately, time and again humanity fell 
short. Even after G-d made the great flood to start the 
world over again, humanity still fell short. They forgot 
about G-d who created them, and served false deities, and 
did evil things. 


“Finally G-d came down with a new plan. A plan to 
ensure that humanity would stop forgetting about Him. G- 
d decided to appoint a nation as His priests, as His holy 
nation, to be the ones to spread the word of G-d and 
morality throughout the world, so that no one should ever 
forget G-d again. The Jews, they were the one nation that 
was up for this sacred task. 


“For thousands of years, the Jews have spread G-d’s 
world throughout the world. It has come to it that all other 
religions today are actually an imitation of Judaism. Even 
the Christians and the Muslims believe in G-d, and their 
religious books are based on the Torah.” 


“We have indeed accomplished all that, throughout the 
generations,” said Esty. “But it has come at a cost.” 


“The fact that all the nations are constantly trying to 
destroy the Jewish people,” said Lucifer. “Because the 
Jewish people represent G-d. And the nations want to 
forget about G-d.” He lowered his eyes. “The League of 
the Iron Fist does not believe in G-d at all. The philosophy 
of the League of the Iron Fist is that there is no G-d. The 
universe created itself. And therefore, all human beings are 
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free to do whatever they want. There is no universal code 
of morality. Everyone can decide on their own what's right 
and what's wrong, what's good and what's evil.” Lucifer 
looked back into Esty’s eyes. “But I know that G-d exists,” 
he said. “I know it for a fact.” 


“How do you know?” said Esty. 


“Because it is proven that G-d exists,” said Lucifer. “And 
the proof is you, the Jewish people. If G-d did not exist, 
then it would be impossible for you to still be around 
today. You have always been the smallest nation. But it’s 
been three thousand years since you started - and 
everyone has tried to destroy you; and yet you are still 
here. 


“Look at all the other mighty nations that have risen and 
fallen,” said Lucifer. “The Egyptians. The Babylonians. The 
Persians. The Greeks. The Romans. All these mighty 
empires rise, and then they fall, and are no more. But the 
Jews continue to endure. If G-d did not exist, it would be 
impossible. The Jewish people are a living miracle. Because 
you are the people of G-d.” 


Esty just stared at Lucifer. She could not understand it. 
He was the next heir of the League of the Iron Fist. His son 
would be a Lucifer. And his grandson would be born a 
Lucifer, but would end up being Levi, who would bring an 
end to the League of the Iron Fist. 


Had her traveling back to the past changed Lucifer X? It 
certainly seemed so. 


“Esty,” said Lucifer. “We are near the coast right now. 
Let’s sail away to America together and start over. And - 
Esty... I want to convert. I want to convert to Judaism.” 


214 


“Seriously?” said Esty. 


“Seriously,” said Lucifer. “Although I knew the truth all 
along, you have convinced me of it beyond the shadow of 
doubt. And there’s no way I could ever continue my life 
without you.” 


Esty smiled wryly. “Is this a proposal?” she said. “We’re 
only kids.” 


Lucifer’s face turned pink. Esty chuckled. 


“Well... one thing at a time,” he said. “Hey, we'll be 
adults before you know it.” 


Esty looked away from Lucifer at the crackling fire, deep 
in thought. To travel to America with Lucifer... and help 
him become Jewish.... But that would mean giving up 
returning to the future. But it was then that the words of 
the Blind Watchmaker to her rang through her mind: 


“You must stand up to a penetrating illusion.” 


Esty suddenly shivered. Perhaps she was not supposed 
to return to the future. Perhaps her desire to return to the 
future was an illusion! What if her place was here in the 
past - to help Lucifer X, to prevent him from falling into 
the ways of evil as the nine Lucifers who came before him 
had? If he would actually become Jewish... then many 
Jewish lives could be saved! 


“Are you cold?” Lucifer asked her. 


“No,” said Esty. “I-I’m warm.” She looked at him again. 
“You realize, it’s not that easy to convert.” 


“Tm aware,” said Lucifer. 
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“You'll need to have a circumcision, you know,” said 
Esty. 


“Yeah - I know,” said Lucifer, looking rather 
uncomfortable with the thought. “But I’m willing!” 


They both looked at each other in silence. “Are you 
willing to come with me to America?” said Lucifer. 


Esty said nothing for a moment. But she knew. She 
knew in her heart what she had to do. 


She had to see through the illusion, and that was it. 


She had to accept her fate. That she was meant to live 
here in the past, with Lucifer. 


Esty nodded. “I will come with you,” she said. Lucifer 
smiled. “I knew you would, Esty,” he said. 


*K*K* 


Leora struggled against the ropes binding her to the 
wooden post. The Iron Fisters were dancing around a great 
bonfire. 


“So!” Lucifer IX stepped up to her, rubbing his hands 
together. “So!” 


“So what?” said Leora indignantly. 


Lucifer IX laughed, and took a deep swig from a bottle. 
Then he threw it on the floor, shattering it. “You Jews,” 
thundered Lucifer IX, “thought you could defeat us. But 
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you couldn’t! The cursed Aryeh the White Lion may have 
destroyed our most important base, but we are still here!” 


“And what do you want from me?” said Leora. 
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“Well,” said Lucifer, “our good helper, Tammy, was 
longing to have you as her prisoner. As such, she shall 
decide your fate.” 


“And so I shall!” A cackling Tammy came over, a 
horrible leer on her hideous, burned face. 


“Leora, were you really so naive to think you could 
escape me?” she said. “There is no escaping me. I thought 
you'd have learned that by now.” 
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“Tm not afraid of you, Tammy!” said Leora. 


“Ha ha ha ha ha!” laughed Tammy. Then all at once she 
snarled, and pulled out a knife. “Perhaps,” she said, 
stepping right up to Leora, “you will fear this?” 


Leora spat in her face. 


“Why you!” cried Tammy, wiping the spit off her face. 
“Ergh!” She raised the knife to Leora’s face. “What will it 
be, Leora, what will it be? Should I gouge your eyes out? 
Should I slice off your nose and your ears? Should I skin 
your face? Or should I do all of those things? Ha ha ha ha 


“Tm not afraid of you!” said Leora again. 


“Oh, so?” said Tammy darkly, and she threw the knife 
on the ground. “TIl show you exactly what TIl do to you.” 
She picked up a stick from the ground, walked over to the 
fire and stuck it in, and came back with the blazing stick. 


“Im going to do to you exactly as you did to me!” 
declared Tammy. “You left me in that helicopter to burn, 
and now I will burn you in return!” And with that she held 
the burning stick forward. 


218 


ever experienced the horrid, agonizing, unspeakable pain 
of being burned. She screamed and screamed and 
screamed, writhing as the flames consumed her face. 
Tammy laughed madly. Within a minute all Leora’s hair 
was burned off, and her face was black as charcoal. 


loud, removing the fiery stick, Leora continuing to scream 
in unbearable pain. “Oh, Leora! Leora! Oh... all my life... all 
my life I’ve longed to do that! Ha, ha, 


dancing around in absolute glee. 
Just then- 


BANG! BANG! BANG! Shots rang out, and several Iron 
Fisters fell to the ground. 


“What in the world is going on here?” exclaimed Lucifer 
IX. Just then from out of the darkness, a grenade landed 
right by him. He shrieked, tried to run and lost his footing, 
falling down upon it. 


It was pandemonium. All the Iron Fisters shrieked and 
ran, pushing each other out of the way. 


“What are you doing, you cowards?” cried Tammy. She 
ran into a tent and emerged with a gun, but all the Iron 
Fisters had gone. “Who goes there?” she cried into the 
darkness. There was the crunching of leaves - and then the 
Blind Watchmaker stepped out of the shadows. He was 
holding a rifle. 
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“You!” exclaimed Tammy gleefully. “What are you 
doing here? Upset that we chased you out of your house 
and stole all your possessions, ay? Well, you should not 
have come back here, blind old man! Ha ha!” And she 
pushed the trigger - and so did the Blind Watchmaker. 


BANG! 


bonfire, and continued to scream as she was consumed 
alive by the roaring flames. 


“Leora,” said the Blind Watchmaker, striding toward 
her. She could barely hear his ringing voice; she could 
barely wonder how he could find her without seeing; she 
was somewhere halfway between consciousness and 
unconsciousness. The Blind Watchmaker took out a knife 
and cut the ropes. Behind him, a horse came forward 
pulling a wagon. 


“Oh, Leora,” said the Blind Watchmaker, carrying Leora 
to the wagon. “I shall treat your wounds... you will 
survive. But I will not be able to save your face. You will 
be scarred for the rest of your life. But you have an 
important mission in life, Leora.” He placed her down into 
the wagon. “You shall come with me to Eretz Yisroel. I 
have a daughter, an only daughter who lives there now... 
but you shall be my daughter too. Leora, you shall return 
to the future. But not through the Warpway. By the time 
you get back to the future, you shall be old. And it will be 
in that time that you will face your challenge - to stand up 
to your worst fears.” 
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Chapter 12 


14 Adar 5074 - 1314 


Yanky gazed out upon the beach with pride. After three 
months of hard labor - spending night after night sneaking 
out to the beach to repair the damaged battleships, seven 
battleships stood ready to sail. They had even given a 
name to each battleship - which they painted on the sides 
of the ships. They were named Chessed, G’vurah, Tiferes, 
Netzach, Hod, Yesod and Malchus, after the Seven S’firos 
- the Seven Spiritual Attributes. 


Dawn was breaking over the horizon. Today would be 
their day of victory. 


“Everyone, you've done a terrific job,” Yanky addressed 
the Freedom Fighters. “It has been hard work, but we’ve 
set ourselves to this task, and have gotten it done. We now 
have our seven battleships - thanks to all of you. Each one 
of you has put in insurmountable hishtadlus. We have 
toiled night after night, all of us putting in a team effort. 
And now today, after three months of our team effort, we 
have what it takes to win this war!” 


“Yay!!!” everyone cheered. 
“Who are we?” Yanky declared. 
“Ooo! Ooo!” they all chanted. “Ooo! Ooo! Ooo!” 


“Are we not the strongest army in the world?” 
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“Ooo! Ooo! Ooo! Ooo! Ooo!” 

“WHO ARE WE?” shouted Yanky. 

“THE FREEDOM FIGHTERS!” everyone chorused. 
“WHAT DO WE STAND FOR?” 

“THE TORAH!” 

“WHO DO WE FIGHT FOR?!” 

“HASHEM!” 


“With Hashem on our side,” declared Yanky, “on this 
day, Purim Day, we will now have our victory!” 


“YAY? 


“We shall set sail in our battleships,” said Yanky. “And 
when the Simian scouts see us, they will come after us. 
And we will battle them out at sea. It is true that we are 
few and they are many. But that is how it’s been all 
throughout Jewish history. The Jews are few in number. 
And yet, we always prevail. Because we have the Torah on 
our side. 


“The Torah is the mightiest weapon we have, the 
mightiest weapon we will ever have. When we stand firm 
with the Torah, it does not matter who dares wage war 
against us. With the power of the Torah, we will prevail! 
We prevailed over a thousand years ago, when Haman 
Harashah rose up against the Yidden, and tried to 
eliminate us. But in the end, not only did he fail, but he 
hung on the gallows - the very gallows that he set up for 
Mordechai. 
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“And let’s remember, the victory of Purim was in the 
merit of the children. We are all children. As such, we are 
Tzivos Hashem - the Army of Hashem. We come with the 
power of the Torah, and we will smite those reshaim who 
stand against us, and we will have a tremendous victory!” 


“YAYI 


“But first,” said Yanky, “there is one more blow of the 
hammer that must be done. And Nissan shall have the 
honors.” 


“YAY? 


They all boarded the Malchus ship - the last ship, where 
Nissan was, with a hammer and the last peg to be driven 
into the deck. 


“And here we go!” said Nissan, and he hammered in the 
peg. 


“And now,” said Yanky. “We are ready to set sail. But 
first, let us all recite a kapitel Tehillim together.” 


They all recited Chapter 20 of Tehillim word by word. 
Then Yanky divided everyone up. They were forty-two 
Freedom Fighters altogether - six to each ship. 


Yanky, Nissan, Asher and Menachem were all on the 
Chessed Ship - together with two Freedom Fighters who 
were brothers, Shimon and Yerachmiel. They all set forth 
from the harbor together. As they left the coast of 
Krystalice behind, the sun rose - but at the same time, a 
light mist was filling the air. Nissan suddenly looked a bit 
concerned. 
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“What's wrong, Nissan?” asked Yanky. 


“Suppose the scouts don’t notice us?” he said. “How 
will we draw their attention?” 


“They will notice us,” said Yanky firmly. “And they will 
come after us.” 


Shimon was looking towards the coast with a telescope. 
They were getting further and further out.... 


Finally, they were about a mile off from the coast. 


“I don’t like this mist,” said Menachem, folding his 
arms. 


“Just remember,” said Yanky. “Whatever happens, 
Hashem is in charge. He will not let us down. And with 
Hashem’s help, we will have an amazing victory!” 


“Amen!” said the others. 


The mist was thickening. Suddenly, Yanky noticed 
many seagulls flying off frantically. 


“T can no longer see the coast!” said Shimon. “We don’t 
know if they’re coming or not!” He looked at Yanky. 
“What shall we do now?” 


“They are coming,” said Yanky. “They are coming, and 
that is a fact.” 


No sooner had he said that than there was the great 
firing of a cannon. 


Yanky looked around at the other ships. Each ship had a 
boy in charge of signaling what was going on to the other 
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ships. They all signaled to Yanky that none of them had 
fired a cannon. 


“They're here!” said Yanky. “Prepare the cannons!” He 
signaled to the other ships. 


Another cannon fired. Yanky came over to Shimon - and 
that moment, through the mist, a black ship appeared. A 
large cannon in front was aiming right for them. 


“Load the back cannon!” Yanky said to Yerachmiel, who 
was in charge of the rear artillery. Yerachmiel worked the 
controls and the rear cannon loaded. 


“Fire!” shouted Yanky. 


BOOM! BOOM! A cannon ball shot out of the Chessed 
Ship, just as a cannon ball shot out of the Simian vessel. 


a giant fireball! 


“Whoa!” Menachem dodged out of the way as flames 
roared over the ship. 


BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 


Two more black ships had appeared, firing at the 
G’vurah and Tiferes Ships, which were right near theirs. 
For the next few minutes, they exchanged cannon fire - 
and the G’vurah and Tiferes Ships were both hit several 
times. 


“Ahhhhh!!!”” Yanky gazed over at the G’vurah Ship to 
see it was severely damaged - and, as if in slow motion, 
two boys were falling off the broken side of the ship. 


“Look out!” cried Asher. 
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From the side, a fourth Simian Ship had appeared - and 
was hurtling right towards the Chessed Ship. 


“What do they think they’re doing?” exclaimed Nissan. 
Asher, who was steering, sharply turned the wheel, but 
too late. 


“Whoa!” cried the boys. 


WHAM! The Simian Ship rammed right into them, and 
the whole ship rocked violently to the side. Yanky and 
Nissan both lost their balance, sliding to the side of the 
ship. 


Menachem, who was working the front and side 
artillery, blasted a cannonball, which sailed over the black 
ship as it backed up, then came forward full force. 


WHAM! This time they all went flying. Yanky reached 
out, grabbing onto the railing just as he would have flown 
overboard. Menachem sailed over him. “Whoa! Erk!” 
Yanky looked down to see that Menachem had caught 
onto the tail of his raccoon suit. 


“Phew!” exclaimed Menachem. “That sure was a close 
call!” 


“Too close!” said Yanky. 


They climbed back on board - to see that the mast of the 
ship had broken off. “Drat them!” said Yanky. 


“Yahhhhh!!!!!!” = Menachem worked the controls 
furiously, sending more cannon balls flying. BOOM! 
BOOM! BOOM! The black ship was hit multiple times, and 
started to go up in flames. 


“Yes!” cried Asher. “Yes!!!” 
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“But look!” cried Shimon. The mist had cleared slightly, 
and now they could make out dozens of Simian ships 
surrounding them. 


“It matters not how many battleships they use against 
us!” said Yanky. “We are few and they are many. But we 
will win!” But at these words, there were suddenly great 
cries and screams. The boys looked out to see the Tiferes 
Ship, which was sinking. All the boys on board the ship 
were abandoning ship, jumping out into the water. 


“Yee, ha ha ha ha ha!” A Simian ship was coming right 
at them, and there were dozens of Simians on board, 
armed with crossbows. 


“Uh-oh,” said Menachem matter-of-factly. The next 
second, arrows were flying all around them. 


“ Ahhhh!!!” Shimon was hit, and he fell over, an arrow in 
his side. 


“Shimon!” cried Yerachmiel, bending over him. 


Yanky whipped out the Wonder Sword, and the blade 
shone green. Then he aimed it at the Simian Ship. 


“Yah!!!” Green bolts shot out from the blade, right at the 
Simians - and several of them were blasted right off their 
feet. Yanky continued shooting at them; several Simians 
were knocked right off the ship. 


Asher took out his falcon whistle, looking at it a 
moment, and said, “I’m going to try summoning the Great 
Falcon. He can help us win!” 


But that very moment- “Look out!” cried Nissan. 
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Ship completely tipped over - and Yanky and the others 
were sent flying off, and they landed in the water. They 
were forced to dive down as the ship plummeted upon 
them - they dove down as deep as they could, and there 
was a great smashing noise above them, and different 
pieces of the ship came sinking down into the water. 


Yanky and the others emerged at the surface, grabbing 
onto floating pieces of debris. It was then that there was a 
great boom - but it was not the boom of a cannon, but a 
boom of thunder. 


“Oh, great!” said Nissan, who was floating on a broken 
piece of the ship’s bow. “A storm! This is exactly what we 
needed!” 


“Everything is hashgachah pratis!” said Yanky. 
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“Hey guys!” cried Shlomo, the boy leading the Netzach 
Ship as he steered over. “Quick! Climb aboard!” Another 
boy, Dov, lowered a rope ladder. They quickly climbed 
aboard. Rain had started to pour. 


Cruel laughter filled the air as a Simian ship moved up 
alongside theirs. A whole bunch of Simians grabbed onto 
ropes, and jumped off the deck, swinging over to them! 


“Hiyah!” shouted Yanky, jumping up onto the railing, 
and he chopped a Simian’s rope, and the latter screamed 
as he plummeted down. Other Freedom Fighters pulled 
out their weapons, and they engaged in fierce battle with 
the Simians. Yanky blasted green bolts all around, sending 
the barbarians flying head over heels. One barbarian was 
knocked off his feet, he and his sword cascading through 
the air, and he landed right on his sword, the blade 
sticking right through him. 


Finally they defeated all the Simians except for one, who 
dropped his sword and ran away, propelling himself over 
the railing. 


“Huh! Coward!” said Menachem. 


By now the rain was coming down in thick sheets, and 
thunder rumbled and lightning flashed across the sky. All 
around them, the ships continued to do battle, firing at 
each other nonstop. Great waves rose up in the sea. 


Asher blew the whistle; the shrill was deafening. 


“That's not gonna work!” said Menachem. “The Great 
Falcon will never come all the way out-” 


There was suddenly a great squawk from up above. 
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“-here,” said Menachem, and they gazed up to see the 
Great Falcon, soaring down. 


“Yes!” cried Asher. “Yes! The Great Falcon!” 


But the next second they were all knocked off their feet 
as the ship was struck with a cannon ball - which hit the 
mast of the ship - and the boys scrambled to their feet as 
the mast came crashing down, the sail landing on top of 
Nissan and Shlomo. They scrambled out from underneath, 
and they all looked to see the Great Falcon swooping 
down upon the Simian ship attacking them - and it 
grabbed two Simians in its claws and hurled them off the 
edge of the ship. 


“Yah!!!” Several furious barbarians came charging for 
the great bird of prey waving swords and cutlasses. The 
Great Falcon snapped its beak at the nearest one, grabbing 
its arm - and with a sick crack and a blood curdling 
scream from the barbarian, his arm came right off. The 
other stumbled back as the Falcon let out another mighty 
squawk and flapped its humongous wings, and flew up 
and charged for the rest of them. 


“Ha ha! Go Great Falcon!” cried Asher in glee. 


Just then Yanky looked to the side just as a great flash of 
lightning illuminated the sea before them - and there was 
the biggest Simian ship of all; the bow ended in a long 
snarling dragon gargoyle that looked similar to the fiery 
monster from the Mines of Mediah. Cognam the Cruel 
stood on the deck, holding up a gleaming sword, and he 
let out a chilling war cry, as all the Simians around him 
raised their swords as well. 
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“Yah! Fire!” shouted Shlomo, working the artillery 
controls, and shot cannon balls out at Cognam’s ship. 
Cognam and the Simians all stumbled, shouting out in 
anger as the cannon balls blasted holes in the ship - and 
the ship started to sink. 


“Yes! Yes!” cried Asher. But the next second, the 
cannons on Cognam’s ship blasted right at theirs - and 
they were all knocked off their feet again as the ship 
rocked violently to the side. There was a great groaning 
noise, and as they got to their feet, they nearly stumbled 
again as the ship gave a great lurch; they were sinking now 
too. 


“The G’vurah and Yesod ships are sinking too!” cried 
out Dov, pointing at the two ships; the Yesod was almost 
underneath the water, the G’vurah ship quickly following. 
They could make out the Hod and Malchus ships 
continuing to do battle with the rest of the Simian ships. 


“We're losing!” wailed Menachem. 


“No we're not!” said Yanky, whipping out the Wonder 
Sword. “Prepare to die!” he called out at Cognam the 
Cruel. And he held out the sword and shot out a green bolt 
right at him. But Cognam the Cruel held out his hand, and 
the bolt hit it and vanished. 


“Ah ha ha ha ha!” he laughed. “Did you really think you 
could defeat me so easily? Not a chance!” And with that he 
climbed onto the long bow of the ship, stepping right up to 
the end. There was suddenly a great wind, but it was not a 
natural wind. Yanky suddenly felt chills run through him 
as Cognam gave a great, evil laugh, his robes flying out 
behind him - and he jumped through the air, flying across 
over to their ship! Menachem ran over, swinging out his 
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axe - and Cognam the Cruel landed right next to him, 
laughed again, and thrust his sword forward. 


Clang, clang, clang! They crossed swords furiously. 
Cognam thrust his sword forward in a stabbing motion 
several times, but Yanky skillfully pushed his sword up 
and away, but he wasn’t fast enough to attempt the same 
kind of stabbing motion. Dov came to Yanky’s side, and 
swung at Cognam, but the leader of the Simians whirled 
around, hitting Dov’s sword hard and it went flying out of 
his hands. 


“Take that!” cried Asher, firing a stone from his 
slingshot at Cognam. The stone hit him square in the 
forehead and Cognam screamed, stumbling back, blood 
gushing from the wound. Then he let out an inhuman roar 
of anger - it sounded like the roar of a wild animal, and he 
held out his arms, his robes flying behind him, and there 
was a great gust of wind - it seemed to be blowing from 
him. 


“Aurgh!” Yanky, Asher and the other boys flew 
backwards towards the back of the sinking ship. Yanky 
raised his sword, glaring at Cognam, who started to laugh, 
and Yanky gave a great cry - and he flew up into the air, 
doing several flips, and landed back in front of Cognam. 
“Hiyah!!!” He swung his sword madly at Cognam, and 
they crossed swords furiously. From out of the corner of 
his eye, he saw Dov and Shlomo wheeling a small cannon 
forward, aiming at Cognam! But he whirled around again, 
and swung out his sword - knocking the Wonder Sword 
out of Yanky’s hand. Then, Cognam glared at the two 
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boys, and his eyes glowed a terrifying red, and two red 
streams of light shot out, hitting the cannon, which 
exploded- KABOOM! and Dov and Shlomo were sent 
flying head over heels. Yanky reached out for his sword, 
but by now the ship was tipped over considerably - and 
the sword slid down away from him. The next second, the 
tip of Cognam’s sword touched Yanky’s neck. 


“That's it!” rasped Cognam. “It’s over for you, Yaakov!” 
“You cheated!” he shouted. 


“Hand me the King of the Emeralds,” said Cognam. 
“And I will spare your life.” Yanky reached into his 
pocket, and took the stone out. “If you want the King of 
the Emeralds,” he said, “then go and get it!” And so 
saying, he threw the emerald over the edge of the ship. 


“No! No!!!” shouted Cognam, and he turned and 
jumped off the ship after the stone. 


Yanky looked over the edge of the ship watching him 
dive down into the water. 


“Hey, look!” cried Asher, running over, and their eyes 
went wide as they looked out to see the great swirling of 
water before them. And the next second, they jumped back 
in fright as with a great hissing noise, it burst forth from 
the surface and rose up: 


“The sea serpent!” cried Yanky and Asher together. 


“Ha ha! I found the stone!” exclaimed Cognam, 
emerging from the water, holding it up. Then he gaped at 
the sight of the Sea Serpent, as it turned its huge head 
toward him, its yellow eyes fixed upon him. Cognam let 
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out a great hideous scream as the sea serpent lunged for 
him and grabbed him in its jaws. 


At this very moment, the Malchus ship had arrived by 
their side. 


“C’mon, now’s our chance to escape!” said Asher as the 
surviving boys scrambled out of the sinking ship to safety. 
But Yanky’s eyes were fixed on the sea serpent, who 
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swung its large head to and fro, chomping down on the 
screaming, thrashing barbarian ruler. 


Then it all happened in a bright flash of green light: 
Cognam the Cruel was gone, and before Yanky’s eyes the 
Imperial Stone fell down into the water. The sea serpent let 
out an angry hiss, and the next second- 


as the Netzach Ship lifted up into the air - for the sea 
serpent’s tail had risen underneath it. The ship was thrown 
forward, and everyone tried to grab onto something - but 
Yanky went flying from the ship, landing in the water, 
sinking down. He swam upward, emerging with a gasp - 
and then he saw it, before his eyes: An iceberg right before 
him. He turned around, and would have screamed if a 
wave hadn’t washed over him; the wreckage of the 
Netzach Ship was surging towards him - and the next 
thing he knew he was struck with a large piece of debris 
and slammed against the side of the iceberg. “ Ahhhhhh!!!” 
The broken ship plowed against the iceberg, and Yanky 
shielded his eyes as fragmented shards of ice flew 
everywhere. Then all was still. 


“Oh no!” Yanky couldn’t move. He was surrounded by 
darkness - and he was freezing. “Ergh!” He could not 
move at all! He was stuck - stuck within the ice! 


KKK 


Asher had fainted momentarily. Then he opened his 
eyes to find himself floating on a piece of driftwood. The 
storm had passed, and the sea was calm. A ray of sunlight 
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shone through the clouds above him. His hand was 
touching something metal. He groggily looked to the side 
to see that his hand was around the handle of the sword - 
the Wonder Sword. 


“Oog...” he sat up. “What's going on?” 


That’s when there was a great squawk above him. He 
gazed up to see the Great Falcon, swooping down. 


“Asher! Asher, there you are!” 


Nissan was riding on the back of the Great Falcon, 
which dove down to Asher, Nissan holding out his hand - 
and Asher grabbed it, and Nissan helped him on as with 
another squawk, the Great Falcon soared up high into the 
air. 


“The battle is won, Asher!” said Nissan. “The Simians 
are defeated! We returned to the shore to be greeted by our 
families. All the Simians left the Mines of Meidah to join in 
the battle at sea - and now there are none left!” 


“Baruch Hashem!” cried Asher. Nissan suddenly 
noticed the sword he was holding. 


“Why, you've got the Wonder Sword!” 


“T don’t know how I’ve got it,” said Asher. “Nissan... did 
anyone else see what happened to Yaakov?” 


“Why, I’ve been looking for him and you,” said Nissan. 
“You're the only two whom we weren't sure survived.” 


“Yaakov is dead,” said Asher mournfully. “He was 
rammed straight into an iceberg. He’s gone.” 
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“Oh my gosh,” said Nissan in a whisper. “Baruch Dayan 
Ha’emes.” 


Asher looked at the sword. “This is Yaakov’s Sword,” he 
said. “It must not be used by anyone else. It must be used 
to honor his name.” 


As they flew upon the shore, Asher said, “Let's fly to the 
valley near the Bronze Mountains. I want to put the sword 
away where no one will be able to use it - but only see it.” 


“Where do you have in mind?” asked Nissan. 
“You'll see.” 


They descended upon the valley, and the Great Falcon 
touched down. 


“Thank you, Great Falcon,” said Asher. “Thank you for 
coming to our aid.” 


“Yes, thank you, Great Falcon,” said Nissan. This time 
the Great Falcon let him pet it on the head. Then it flapped 
its mighty wings and took off, into the clear blue sky. 


Asher and Nissan stepped up in front of a rock. 


“The Wonder Sword shall rest here,” said Asher, “as a 
remembrance of Yaakov, who led the great war against the 
Simians and saved the land of Krystalice.” With that he 
thrust the sword down into the rock. 
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Epilogue 
14 Kislev 5704 - 1943 


Esty and Lucifer slept through the night by the fire, and 
woke up early in the morning. Esty recited the morning 
brochos, and they had some more fruit for breakfast. As 
Lucifer filled a canteen with water, Esty looked curiously 
at his backpack, and then found herself opening it and 
looking inside. She raised her eyebrows. Inside were 
several small clocks - which Esty immediately recognized 
from the Blind Watchmaker’s house! Then she noticed the 
mirror. 


“Erm,” said Lucifer, stepping up beside her. 
“Why have you taken these stolen articles?” asked Esty. 


“It’s my father who stole them,” said Lucifer. “And 
there’s no chance now of returning these to the Blind 
Watchmaker. I’m gonna sell these for good cash. In fact, I 
know of an antique tradesman in Washington D.C. who 
pays good money for European antiques. 


“I don’t like this,” muttered Esty. 
“Well... what else do you want me to do?” said Lucifer. 
“I don’t know.” 


“There’s nothing else we can do with these items,” said 
Lucifer. 
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“I guess... I guess you're right,” said Esty. She especially 
did not feel comfortable about that mirror. But something 
made her not say anything about it. 


“We're only an hour or so from the coast,” said Lucifer 
as he loaded the horse. They got on, and he shook the 
reigns, and the horse trotted off. 


They rode through the forest. For the first time since her 
vision was cured by the Blind Watchmaker, Esty was 
relaxed enough to appreciate how well she could see - 
even better than she could ever see with glasses or 
contacts. It was so wonderful. 


But she felt a deep twinge of guilt from the fact that after 
the Blind Watchmaker had done this amazing thing for 
her, they were going to be hocking his possessions. This... 
this wasn’t right. But what could she do? 


“And here we are!” said Lucifer happily as they 
emerged from the forest, and the salty smell of the sea 
filled the air. There were the white-crested waves of the 
ocean up ahead. They rode down a path leading over to 
the beach. 


“Now, I believe several miles down the beach we should 
arrive at a docking area where boats are sold,” said Lucifer 
as they rode along the water’s edge. 


“Ammmm...” thought Esty. Something about this beach 
looked very familiar. 


They rode along until they arrived upon a large fleet of 
boats. They dismounted, and went into the boathouse 
where Lucifer spoke with the manager in German, and 
took out a good deal of money and paid him. 
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“Now we have our boat!” chirped Lucifer. He stroked 
the horse’s mane. “We can’t take you with us, Feathers,” 
he said. “But I will miss you.” 


They walked down a dock, over to a small but fancy 
white boat. 


“Even though she’s not big,” said Lucifer as they 
stepped aboard, “this boat will get us to America.” 


“Are you sure you know the way?” said Esty. 


“Hey,” said Lucifer, smiling. “I’ve spent half my life 
sailing the seas. Sure I know the way.” 


Esty smiled. But then, her smile faded. She was starting 
to have a bad feeling. A very bad feeling. 


Leora. How could she just leave Leora behind? Was she 
out of her mind? 


“And off we go!” said Lucifer as he started up the 
motor. They rode off from the dock - but Esty looked back 
towards the shore, where Feathers was watching them. 


And that’s when she realized, she was making one huge 
mistake. 


The Blind Watchmaker had told her to see through the 
illusion. 


And now, suddenly, she was seeing through the 
illusion. 


The right thing to do was not to run off with Lucifer, a 
non-Jew, and abandon her best friend in the world... and 
abandon her family, in the future. 
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She had to return to the shore right now. 


“Lucifer,” Esty said to him. Her eyes filled with tears. 
She... she was truly fond of Lucifer. He had saved her, 
more than once. And he... and he... well, she liked him. 
Very much. 


“Yes, Esty?” said the handsome boy, looking at her 
happily. 


Esty opened her mouth, but at first no sound came out. 
Then she finally blurted out, “Lucifer... thank you. Thank 
you so much for all you’ve done for me. But I can’t come 
with you. I must go!” And with that, she ran out of the 
cabin, and jumped off the boat. 


“Esty!” cried Lucifer. He ran out and watched in horror 
as Esty swam through the frigid water back towards the 
dock. “ESTY!” 


Esty climbed onto the dock, and looked to see Lucifer 
turning around. “I have to leave!” cried Esty. “I have to go! 
Please do not come after me!” She turned and ran down 
the dock back to shore. 


H 


“Thank you for waiting for me, Feathers 
she got on the horse. 


said Esty, and 


“No!” cried Lucifer, who still hadn’t reached the dock; 
the boat seemed to be fighting against the tide. Esty burst 
into tears, and shook the reigns, and Feathers trotted off. 
Esty took off down the beach. 

She rode and rode and rode. Tears continued to stream 


down her face. She couldn’t believe what she had just 


241 


done... but then, she should never have done what she did, 
agree to sail off with Lucifer. 


She was nearly at the point where the edge of the forest 
was, when the wind suddenly blew fiercely. Very fiercely. 
“Whoa!” Esty nearly fell off Feathers. Then the next 
second, she did fall off. The wind was blowing like crazy. 
Feathers whinnied, and ran off. Esty scrambled to her feet 
- and stared out on the harbor, where there was a small 
boat. 


With a chilling feeling, she knew what was going to 
happen next. She knew exactly where she was. 


She was on that beach, in the dream she had long ago, 
where the Warpway formulated. 


“No! No!” she cried as before her eyes, the tornado 
appeared over the water. “I can’t go back now! Not 
without Leora!” 


The boat lifted up out of the water, and flew right into 
the Warpway. 


“No!!!” Esty tried to run - but it was to no avail. She was 
being pulled towards the water. 


“Whoa!!!” She was swept off her feet, and she flew 
across the water, right into the Warpway! 


242 


Mustard Flunker’s Corner 


Howdy everyone! Hope you enjoyed this book, all about 
meeeeeeee, the great Mustard Flunker, superhero 
extraordinaire, and all about how I saved the day as I 
always do. 


I’m sure you excited kids are eager to be a superhero 
when you grow up. So, here are some helpful tips on how 
to become a superhero! 


243 


1. Make sure to eat healthy foods, especially fruit and 
veggies. I personally recommend French fries, onion rings, 
fruit cake, candy apples and pumpkin pie! 


2. Of course, eating healthy food is not enough. You 
must exercise! I recommend my favorite exercise, which I 
call the gorilla run. What you do is you run down the 
street growling and waving out your arms like a gorilla. 
It’s just dandy for the lungs! 


3. Another good exercise is the tropical dance. It’s very 
simple: Put on boxer shorts and place an animal 
swimming tube on your head and dance around in your 
yard with a pineapple in each hand. I do it all the time! 


4. Work on your stealthiness. After all, you must be 
stealthy to be a superhero. And what does “stealthy” 
mean? I ain’t got no idea! Look it up in the dictionary! And 
in order to practice your stealthiness, sneak up on people, 
then grab their nose from behind and shout out, “Got your 
conk!” 


5. Remember, in order to be a superhero, you must be 
brave! So, test your bravery. Walk over to the edge of a 
cliff, put on a blindfold and start dancing. Do not be afraid! 


6. Make sure to have a phone on you in case you fall of 
the cliff, so you can call 911. 


7. Muffins, I couldn’t think of anything to write for tip 7. 
Next! 


8. Wanna hear a joke? Knock! Knock! Who’s there? Me! 
Me who? “Mihu zeh v’eizeh hu? Zeh keili v'anvei hu!” (Kudos 
to Esty Lerman for helping me find that pasuk so I could 
write it down. But do not ask me what the pasuk is, for I 
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do not know! Go look it up yourself! It’s in the Tanach 
somewhere, I think.) 


9. Make sure to sleep well, for you cannot be a good 
superhero if you are tired. I always get eight hours of 
sleep. I go to bed at three in the morning and get up at 
eleven. Isn't that grand? 


10. Make up a secret identity for yourself. Unless your 
identity already is a secret, in which case never mind. 


11. Even though you want to be a superhero, take to 
mind that you still need to study hard in school! But 
always remember: It doesn’t matter what grades you get, 
so long as you tried your best. (Me personally, the highest 
grade I ever got was a 37, but I did try my best! You gotta 
gimme points for that!) 


12. Don’t forget to bang bang, pow pow! 
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Stay tuned for “Chassidic Adventure 
Classic #16: The Big War” - coming 
soon! In the meantime, read this sneak 
preview! 


Sploosh! Esty landed down in the water. “Whoa...” She 
looked to see the small boat that had also gotten swept up 
in the Warpway; it had just washed ashore. She swam out 
of the water and looked at the boat - when the door burst 
open. 


“Mustard Flunker!” she exclaimed as the superhero 
emerged, looking rather disoriented. 


“Superhero extraordinaire!” said Mustard Flunker. 
“Well, Esty. Fancy seeing you here! When I saw you 
before, I wanted to save you before that nasty tornado 
swept you up, but it looks like it got the better of both of 
us!” 


“It was the Warpway!” said Esty. 


“Warpway, shmarpway,” said Mustard Flunker. “I don’t 
like these tornadoes! But I guess they don’t like me either, 
as I was swept up by two tornadoes this week! But at least 
this led me to battling those crazies who thought they were 
living in the time of World War II. What a bunch of nut 
jobs. They might have escaped from a loony asylum, 
mightn’t they?” 


“Mustard Flunker!” said Esty. “You don’t realize we 
were in the past!” 
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“Eh?” 


“We traveled back in time - and now... and now...” Esty 
looked around. “Well, I guess we don’t know what time 
we're in now.” But then she noticed off from the beach 
were some houses - and satellite dishes on the rooftops. 
“Why, we're- we're back... to the future!” 


“Good grief now!” said Mustard Flunker. “What are you 
babbling on about now, Esty?” 


Just then they saw a black man in shorts with 
headphones jogging along the beach. 


“We must find out if we're for sure back in the year 
2013. Excuse me,” she said to the man as he passed by. 


“Ya?” said the man, stopping and taking his headphones 
off. 


“Um... do you know what today’s date is?” asked Esty. 
“November 17,” said the man. 
“Erm... which year?” 


The man made a face. “You don’t know which year it 
is?” 


“Just tell us!” 


“2013,” said the man and he put his headphones back 
on. 


“We are back,” said Esty, just staring out at the sea. 
“Back to the future.” 


247 


“Really now, Esty,” said Mustard Flunker. “I think you 
might have a case of the woozies. My granddaddy 
happened to have a good cure for the woozies - you might 
want to try it: You boil a pot of hot chocolate, and then you 
stick your nose in and blow bubbles, and you do it for 
about half an hour. It works for me, it does wonders- 
Esty?” He looked to see her having slumped to the ground, 


crying. 


“Esty, what's wrong?” 


“Leora!” sobbed Esty. “She’s trapped in the past. It’s all 
my fault!” 


“Trapped in the past?” said Mustard Flunker, scratching 
his head. “I don’t get it!” Esty just continued to sob. 


The superhero just looked at her a moment, then strode 
up to her saying, “There, there... whatever is actually the 
matter, crying won't help. Here... why don’t you borrow 
my hanky?” He pulled some wrinkled toilet paper from 
out of a pocket in his superhero suit. “Actually, I think I 
have a sneeze a brewin’- kasoo!” He looked at the toilet 
paper, which was now dripping with boogers. “Oh, dear, 
my hanky is dirty now.” He looked at Esty, whose face 
was buried in her hands as she continued to sob. “Ah, 
girls,” he said to himself. “Why do they cry so much?” He 
walked back over to his boat. “Well, while she’s crying, I’d 
best see if my boat is alright...” Suddenly he noticed 
something strange in the distance, on the horizon. 
Something big and white. “Well Ill be snapped, crackled 
and popped. What is that?” He whipped out a small pair 
of plastic binoculars, looking through to see a floating 
iceberg. “Well I'll be snapped, crackled and popped twice 
over.” 
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“You take your time crying over whatever you're crying 
about!” Mustard Flunker called to Esty. “I’m going to 
check out this iceberg! It looks like a doozy!” With that he 
flew up into the air and across the water. The iceberg was 
about the size of a small house. 


“Fascinating,” said the superhero, landing on it. He 
walked along the jagged surface of the iceberg, when he 
stared down. “Well FII be a monkey’s uncle!” He could 
clearly make out a boy, down below, buried in the ice. He 
knelt down, and raised his eyebrows. “Could it be... 
Yanky?” He jumped up and started spinning around to 
drill himself into the ice - but as soon as his boots hit the 
ice he slipped and fell down into the cold water. “Brrrrr....” 
He jumped out and flew back to shore. 


“What's going on out there?” asked Esty, who had 
gotten to her feet, tears still rolling down her face. 


“It’s Yanky!” said Mustard Flunker. 
“Yanky?” exclaimed Esty. 


“It seems he’s taken a leaf out of Gershie’s book, for 
some reason, getting himself trapped in ice. But guess 
what? It’s Mustard Flunker to the rescue! I’m gonna knock 
that iceberg apart with this boat!” With that he got inside, 
and sped off, towards the iceberg. “Must put on speed!” 
He zoomed at top speed, straight for the iceberg. He 
rammed right into it, sending huge shards of ice flying. 


“Hmmmm... gotta do it again.” He doubled around and 
came zooming back. 


Again and again he rammed into the iceberg, until the 
boat sputtered to a halt, black smoke coming from the 
engine. But now the iceberg was in little pieces! 
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“Yanky!” 


He was freed from the ice - but the next moment he 
sank below the surface. Mustard Flunker zoomed out of 
the boat and dove down, grabbing an unconscious Yanky 
and lifting him out of the water. 


“Oh my!” exclaimed Esty as the superhero carried him 
to shore, setting him down on the sand. “What was he 
doing trapped in a-” then her eyes went wide. “Why of 
course,” she said in a whisper. She looked at Mustard 
Flunker. “He’s Yaakov!” 


“Huh?” 
“He traveled back in time too- oh my gosh....” 
“Whatcha talkin’ about, Esty?” 


Just then Yanky stirred and opened his eyes. “Whoa,” he 
muttered, and sat up. “Esty! Mustard Flunker! What are 
you doing here?” 


“I saved you!” bragged Mustard Flunker. “You were 
trapped in an iceberg, and I got you out. But Yanky, might 
we ask you, what were you doing in that iceberg?” 


“I was- I was leading a battle,” said Yanky. “A battle out 
at sea-” 


“Against the Simians,” said Esty. 
“Why, that’s right.” 


“You are Yaakov! The great Yaakov who fought against 
Cognam the Cruel and the Simians!” 


250 


“That's right!” said Yanky. “But how did you know - 
and how are you here in the past now?” 


Esty chuckled, and shook her head. “Men,” she 
muttered. 


“Wait a minute,” whispered Yanky. He climbed heavily 
to his feet, gazing out at the broken remains of the iceberg. 
“Could it be...?” 


“Congratulations,” said Esty. “You have lived to be 
seven hundred and eleven years old.” 


“But- what? But... I haven't aged... have I?” Yanky 
looked at his eleven-year-old hands. 


“Don’t worry,” said Esty. “But you've undergone 
cryogenic freezing. You’ve been preserved in the ice, not 
aging for seven hundred years.” 


“Well hot diggidy dang!” said Mustard Flunker, 
slapping his forehead. “I'll be muffined before I 
understand all this fancy talk. Now come on, guys, we 
can’t afford to waste time! There’s a big war brewing in 
Eretz Yisroel! We must be off right now to save the day!” 
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Glossary 


b’tzibbur - [davening or learning] with a presence of ten 
Jews 


“Baruch Dayan Ha’emes” - “Blessed is the True Judge” 
(what we say when we hear of someone who just passed 
away) 


be’ezras Hashem - G-d willing 
Beis Yaakov - Jewish girls’ school 
bench - recite a blessing or grace after meals 


bishul akum - cooked food that wasn’t supervised by an 
Orthodox Jew 


brachah/brochos - blessing(s) 

chas v’shalom - heaven forbid 
Chessed - Kindness 

Eretz Yisroel - the Land of Israel 
frying out - becoming secular 
G’vurah - Severity 

Ha’eitz - the blessing on fruit 
hashgachah pratis - divine providence 
hatzlachah rabbah - much success 


hechsher - kosher certification 
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hisbonenus - meditation 

hishtadlus - effort 

Hod - Splendor 

kapitlach - chapters of Tehillim 

kelipah - the spiritual counterpart to holiness 
Kibbud Av V’em - Honor Your Father and Mother 
lashon harah - slander 

levayah - funeral 

Malchus - Kingship 

Minchah - the Afternoon Prayer 

minyan - quorum of ten men for davening 


“Modeh Ani” - “I Give Thanks to You” (the first prayer 
we recite in the morning upon rising) 


Netilas Yadayim - Washing the Hands 
Netzach - Victory 

nifter - dead 

niggun - Chassidic melody 


Pas Yisroel - bread that was baked under the supervision 
of an Orthodox Jew 


pasuk - verse 


reshaim - evildoers 
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ruach shtus - spirit of folly 
sefarim - holy books 

S’firos - Divine Attributes 
Shachris - the Morning Prayer 


Shahakol - the blessing on foods that do not contain 
wheat and are not fruits or vegetables 


“Shmah Koleinu” - “Hear Our Prayer” (a prayer in the 
Shemonah Esrei where we can ask Hashem for whatever 
we want) 


tallis - Jewish prayer shawl 

Tanach - Hebrew Bible 

tefillos - prayers 

Tiferes - Harmony 

treif - non-kosher 

tzaddik - righteous man 

tzitzis - garment with threads worn by Jewish males 
Tzivos Hashem - the Army of Hashem 

yemach shemam - may their memories be erased 
Yesod - Foundation 

Yidden - Jews 


z’chus - merit 
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zecher tzaddik livrachah - may a tzaddik’s memory be for 
a blessing 
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